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ENTER KING RICHARD, IOHN 
"OF GAV,NT,WITH OT HER 
N obles and attendants. 


4 


King Richard. 


Vid Lohn of Gaunt time honoured Lancaſter, 
Haſt thdu according to thy oath and bande 
Brought hither Henrie Herfggd gby bolde ſonne, 
nere to make good the boiſtroiliflate appeale, 
Which then our leyſure would net let ys heare 0 


Againſt the Duke of Norfolke, Thomas Meubray? 
Gennt, . | haue my Leige, F fan | 
haſt thou ſounded him, 


>%. <> 
on 


King, Tell me moreouet a 
If he appeale the Duke on ancient malice, . 
Or worth y as a good fubieR ſhould © _ 
On ſome knowne ground of treacherie in him. 

Caunt. As heere as | couid ſift hita on that argument, 
On ſome appai ent dauuger ſeene in him, 
Aimde at your highnes, no inueterate malice, 
King, I hen call them to our pie ſence face to face, 
And frowmng btow to brow our ſelues will heare, 
The accuſer and the accuſed freely ſpealce: 

High ſtomaclct are they both and full of ire, 
In rage. deafe as the ſea, haſtie as fire. 


Euter Bullingbrooke and Mowbray. ,, 
Baling, Manie yeares of ha daies befall, 


My grauous ſoueraigne my molt lowing liege - 
| A 2 | 
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* | TheTrapedicof 
er Bach thy Niltbettet'we! 
Vntill the heauens enuying earths good hap, 
* an immortall title to your Crowne, 4 
. Wethanke you both, yet one but flatter Yo 
Pa wed a ppearerh by the cauſe you come; 
. Namely to appeale each other of high treaſon: 
Cooſin ot Her, what doſt thou obiect — 
Againſt the Duke of Norffolke Thomas Mowbr * 
Tull. Fuit, heauen be che record to my pe ech. 
In the devotion of a ſubiects ee 

Tendting the pretious ſafetie of my Prince, 

And free from other misbegotten hate, 

Come appellant to this princelypreſence, 
Now Thomas Mowbray do Itutſe to thee, 
And marke m Ates well: for Vat J pelt 
My body dale e good vPOR this carth, 

0 my diuine ſdme anſwer it in heauen: 

Thou art a traiteur anda miſcreant, 

Too god to he ſo,and too bad to live, 

Since the more faire and criſtall is the oe, 

I he vgher ſee me the cloudesthat in it flie: 
Once more, the more to agg: auate the note, 
With a foule traitors name ſtuffe Ichy throte, 
And with (ſo pleuaſe my Souetai gne) ere I moue, 

What my tong ſpeaks, my right drawenſword may proue. 
Mo. Let not my cold wordes here accuſe my zealc, 

Tis not the triall of a womans warre, 
The bitter clamour of two eger tongue: | 
Can arbitrate this cauſe betiixt vst. vaine, © | 
The bloud is hote that muſt Le coo! d for this, 

Yet can | not of fuch tame patience boaſt, 

As to be huiſhr, and naught at all to ſay, | 
Firſt the faire reyerence of your Highneſſe curbs me, 3 
From giuing remes and ſpurtes tomy tree fpeech, = | 
Which elſe would poſt vntillit had cturnd-. 3 
Theſe rermes of treaſor doubled dou ne hi; chroat 2 
Setting alide Jus h's h blouds royalticy 
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King Richardthe ſecond. 
And let Him be no lemſman tomy Liege. 
I do deſie him, and ] ſpit at him, | 
Call him a ſlaunderous coward, anda villaine, 
Which to maintaine, I would allow him dds, 
And meete him were I tied eo runne afoote, 
Euen to the frozen ridges of the Alpes, 
Ot any other ground inhabitable. 
Where euer Engliſhman durſt ſet his foote, 

Meane time, let this defend my loyaltie, 

By all my hopes moſt falſſy doth he lie. 

Bull. Pale trembling coward there Ithrow my gage, 
Diſclaiming here the kinred of the King, 
And lay afide my high bloudes royaltie, / 

Which Feare, not Reuerence makegthee to except. 
If guilty dread haue left thee ſo m th, 
As to take vp mine honours paw owpe, 
By that, and all the riresof Knightho0 elſe, 

Will I make good againſt thee arme to arme, 
What i haue ſpoke, or thou canſt worſe deuiſe. 
Mo. I take it vp, and by that [word I ſweare, 
Which gently laid my Knighthood on my ſhoulder, 
Ile anſwer thee in any faite degree. 

Or chiualrous deſigne of knighrly triall: 

And when I mount, aliue may I not light, 

If be traitor or vniuſtly fight. 

King, What doth our ccuſin lay to Mowbraies chagge? 
It mult be great that can inherit ys, 1 
So much as of a thaught ot ill in him. 

Bul. Looke hat I ſpeake, my life ſhall proue it true, 
That Mowbray hath teceiude eight thouſand nobles 
In name of Lendings for your Highnes ſouldiours, 
The which he hath detaind for lewd imployments, 
Like a falſe traitour, and iniurious villaine: 
Be ſides [ lay, and will in battle proue, 
Or here, or elſe where to the turthelt Verge 
That ever was ſunte yed by Engliſh eye, 
That all tlie urealom for chele cighteene yearet, 
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Fetch from falſe Mowbray their fuſt head and ſi 
Further I ſay and further will maiataine 
Vpon his bad life to make all this good. 
That he did plotte the Duke of Gloceſters death. 
Sugzelt his loone belecumg adverſaries, [14 
And conſequently like a tatout coward, | 
Slucte out his innocent foule through ſtreames of 
Which bloud, like ſacrificing Abels cries, 
Euen fiom the toungleſſe Cauernes of the earth, 
To me for iuſtice and rough chaſtiſe ment: 
And by the glorious wotth of my deſcent, 

This arme ſhall doit» or this life be ſpent. 

_ King, How high a pitch his reſolution ſoares, 
Thomas cf Not fol 


ſaiſt thou to this? 
Mowb. Oh let raigne tucne awaie his face, 

And bid his cares a Mie while be deafe, 

Till I haue tolde this flaunder of his bloud, 

How God and good men hate ſo foule a lier, 

King, Mowbray impartiall ate our cies and eares. 

Were he my brother,nay, my kingdomes heite, 

As he is but my fathers brothers ſonne, Is. 

Now by ſcepters awe I make a yowe, 

Such neighbour neerenes to our ſacred bloud 

Should nothing priuiledge him nor partialize 

The vnſtooping firme neſle of my vpright ſoule, 

He is our fubie ct Mowbt wy ſo art thou, | 

Free ſpeech and feateleſſe I to thee allowe. 


Through the falſe paſlage ot thy throate thou lieſt, 
Three partes of that receipte I had for Callice, 
Disbur ſt I duely to his highneſſe ſouldiers, 
The other part teſerude I by conſent, 
For that my ſoueraigne liege was in my debt. 
Vponremainder of a deate account: 
Since luſt I went to France to fetch his Queene: 
Now ſwallo downe that lic . For Glocciters death, 
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Mowb, Then Bullingbrooke as low e & to thy heart 
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of King Ficherd the ſetong, #* ® 
Iſte we him not but to my awne diſgraceJ 88 
Ne glected my ſworue duety in that caſe: 
For you my noble Lord of Lancaſter, [ : 0 
The honourable father to my foe, a 
Once did I lay an ambuſhe for your life, 

A treſpaſſe that doth vex my grieued ſoule: 
Ah but ere I laſt receiude the Sacrament, 
1 did contefle it, and exactly begd 
Your graces pardon, and] hope I had it. 
This is my fault, as for the teſt appeald 
It iſſues from the rancour of a villaine, 

A recreant and moſt degenerate ttaitour, 
W hich in my ſelfe I bo dly will de fende, 
And enterchangeably hurle downe my gage 
Vpon this ouerwee ning traitors foote, 
To proue my ſel fe a loyal Gentleman 
Euen in the beſt bloud chamberd in his boſothe- 
In haſte wherof molt hartily I pray | 
Your highnes to afsi2ne our triall day. 


King, Wrath kindled gentleman be ruled by wie, 

Lets purge this choler without letting bloud, 

1hi; we preſcribe though no Phiſition, 

Deepe malice makes too deepe inciſion, 

Forget, forgiue, conclude and be agreed, 
Our dottors ſay, this i no month to bleedes | 
| Good Vnckle let this ende where it begonne; 

Weele calme the Duke of Nortolke,you your ſonne. 
Gaunt, To be a malee-peare ſhal become my age, 
Throw done ſmy ſoune)the Duke of Norfolkes gage. 
' King, And Nortblite throwidowne his. Ih 
> Gaunt. When Harrywhenobediente hid, 
Obedience bids I ſhould not bid agalne. | 24 . 
' King. Norfolkethrow downe'we bid; there is no boote. 
1 at thy foore, 
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: Mow. My ſelted throw dread ſoue tai 
* My lite thou ſhalt command; but not my ham, 
IT be one my duety owca brit weydutre tiandgoi lr nog hob 52 
Delpiyat of death that lines nem grate, - | 
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Todarke di ed — 
[am diſgraſte, impeacht, and buffuld heere, 
Pierſt to the ſoule wich $launders ve nomd 
The which no balme can cure but his heart 
Which breathde this po ſon. 
_King. Rage wuſt be withſtoode, 

Grue me his ga ez Lions make Leopards tame. | 

Mowb. YA not change his ſpoti: take but my ame, 
And I reſigne my gage, my deare deare Loid,. 

The pureſt treaſure mortall times afford, 

s ſporleſle Reputation that away+ + * 

Men are but guilded loame, or painted op j 2 1 
A ie well in a ten times bard v chell,. r 

[s a bold ſpirit io aloyall — oy nit + 5A 
Mine honour is niy life, both grow none, ** 
Take honour from me, and my life is done: 

Then (deare my Liege) mine honour let me trie. 7 2 
in that I liue, and for that will I die. | 1691 

King. Cooſiu, throw vp your gage, do you beginne. ” il 

Bull. O God defend my ſoule from ſuch deepe ſinne, 

Shall I ſeeme Creſt-falen in my fathers fight? | 
Or with 2 ar-feare e my height, 
Zefore this out-darde Daſtard?ere my tong | 
Shall aver honour with ſuch feeble wrong, 

Or ſound Oba a parlee, my teeth ſhall tear 8 
The ſlauiſh motiue ofrecantingteare /, 1 le 
— ſpit it bleeding in his high diſgrace, © _, — . 
re — pu porn cuenin oMonbrainfire,. fy ) Fe. 
— We were not borne to ſue, bur tocemmannd, 
Which ſince we cangat do, to male you friendy 32 
Be ready as your liues ſhall anſwexe it . Hire mit 
At Couentry vpon ſaiat Lambetts day, T1919 79 17 
There ſha!l your (words and launces arbitrage - 
The ſwelbng difference af your ſetled hate, 
Since we cannat atone you, we ſhall ſee el: tot 
luſtice deſi — 1 Au neu : 
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Ah Gaunt, his bloud was thine, that 


| Inthat thou ſeeſt thy wretched brother die. 
* Who was the modell of thy fathers life: 


; — 
In luftr.ng thus thy brother to be ſlaughtred. 


* King Richard the ſecond. . 
Be ready to direct theſe home allarmes, Exit. 


nter Iohs of Gaunt With the Ducheſſe of Cloceſter. 
Gaunt Alas, the part I had in Woodltockes bloud, 
Doth more ſollicite me than your exclaimes, 
To ſtirte againſt the butchers of his life, . 
But ſince correction lieth inthoſe hands, 
Which made the fault that we cannot correct: 
Put we our quarrell to the will of heauen, 
Who when they ſee the houres ripe on earth, 
Will raine hot vengeance on offenders heads, 
Duc heſſe Finde brotherhood in thee no ſharper ſpurre? 
Hark loue in thy old bloud no lwing fire? 
Edwards ſeuen lonnes whereof thy ſelfe art one. 
Were as ſeuen viols of his ſacred bloud, 
Or ſeuen faire branches ſpringing from one rootet 


Some of thoſe ſeuen are dried by natures courſe, 


Some of thoſe branches by the Deſtinies cut: 

But Thom my deare Lord, my life, my Glaceſter, 
One violl full of Edwards ſacred bloud, 
One flouriſhing branch of his molt royall roote 
Is crackt, and all the precious 4 ſpilt, | 
Is hackt downe, and his ſummer leaucs all faded X 
By Enuies hand, and Murders bloudy axe. 
that womb, 

That mettall, that ſelfe mould, that faſhioned thee 

Made him a man: and though thou liueſt and breatheſt, 
Vet art thou flaine in him» thou dooſt conſent | 
In ſome large meaſure to thy fathers death. 


Call it not patience Gaunt, it is d 


Thou ſheweſt the naked pathway to thy life, 


Teaching ſterne Murder how to butcher thee: 


That which in meane men we intitle Patience. 


Is pale cold Cowardiee in noble breaſts. 


B what 


What ſhall Ifaie?to Gafegard thine owne life, | 
The beſt way 18.0 venge my Gloceſters death. 

Gaunt Gods is the quarrel! for Gods ubllirute 
Hu depur) - annointcd in his fight, 
Hath Cul his death, che which f wrongfully, 
Let heauen revenge, for I may neuerlift 
An angry arme againſt his miniſter. | 
Buch. Where then alas may i complaine my ſelfe? 
Gaunt To God the widdowes Champion and defence, 
Duch. Why then L will; farewell olde Gauat, 
Thou goeſt to Copentry, there ro behold: 
Our Cool 1 Here ford and {ell Mowbray fight, 
O ſet my hisbandy wronges on Herefords Ipeare, 
That it may enter butcher Mowbraies breaſt; 
Or if ii{fo; tune miſle the ſult ca ier, 
+ Be Nlow brats ſinhes {oh eat. y * [115 boſome 61 
That thcy wht) breake his f ung canſers backe, 3 
And rn. the rider beadicns net e liltes, + 
Acaitiue recteantto my Coden Here ford, 
Fare well old Gauꝭ t, y ſamt times brothers wiſe, 
Wuh he: companion 1 ele mult end her life. 

Gaunt Siler ſate well, | mult to Coucntry, 
A« n uch good {lay withthee, as go with me. 

Dach Y et! ne word ;nore»griele boundeth where is fab, 
Not with che/emptic hollownes, but weigh 
Itake my leaue before I haue bezone, 

For ſorto endes pot when it ſeemeth done: 
Co:mnerd me to thy brother Edmund Yotke, 
Loth sisall ; nay yet depart not ſo, 

Though this: be al, doe not ſo quickly go: 

1 haiſreimerhber ſnore: Bid him, ah what? 

Wiih allgogd ſpeede at Plaſhie viſee me, 
Alacke ad 1 * a all good olde Yorke there ſee, 
Bur empty lodgings and vnfurnithe wals, | 
Vnpeopled offices vntrodden ſtones, 

Ard what heare there for welcome but my gronesꝰ 
Thertore comme d me, let him not come there, 


i 
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To ſeeke out ſorrow that dwels every where, 
De ſolate deſolate will I hence and die: 
The laſt leaue of thee takes my weeping eie. Exeunt, 
Enter Lord Marſball and the Duke Aumerle. 
Mar. My Lord Weis Harry Herford ar-nde? 
Aum, Yea at all pont ud longs to enter in. 
Mar, The Duke of Norfolke ſprightfully and bold, 
Sꝛaies but the ſummons of the appellants trumpet. 
Aum Why then che Champions are prepard and ſtay 
For nothing but his maieſties approach. 
* The trumpets ſound and the King enters With his nb ler; hen 
4 they are ſet, enter the Dnke of Nor folle in armes defendant, 
King Marſhall demaunde ot youder Champion, 
The cauſe of his arriuall here in armes, 
1 A ke him his name, and oiderly proceede 
Io ſxeare him in the iuſtice ot his cauſGPQ. 
4 Mar. lu Gods natſſe and the King who thou art 
And why thou come ſt thus knightly cladin armes, 15 
Agaiaſt what man thou comſt and what thy quareil. 
27 Speake truly on thy knighthoode, and thy oth 
Ai ſo de fend the heaven and thy valour. 
* Mow My name is Thomas Mowbray Duke of Notfolke, 
Who hithet come ingaged by my oath, 
1 ems (od defendea Knight thou'd violate) 
Both to defend my loyalty and truth, 
Io Godany King, and my ſucceeding iſſue. 
Againſt the Duke of Herford that appealts me. 
And by the grace of God, and this m ne a ., 
Io proue lum in defending of my ſel fe. 
A traitout to my God, my Ring,and me, 
Aud as Itruely fight, de ſend me heaven. 


— 
\ 


The trumpets found Enter Duke of Hereford 
appellant iu armor. | 
King Marſhall aske yonder MY in armes, 
| * 


| ale 


Both who he is, and why he commeth hither, 
Thus plated in babilimentsof warre, 


And formally ern to our la we. 
Depoſe him in the iuſtice of his cauſe. | 4 
Mar. What 15 name? and wherfore comſt thou hither? 


Before kin Ric — * roy all latt 
Againſt w 10M co 5 thou? nd whats 
Speake like atrue Knight, ot FMS 


Bul, Harry of Hettord,Lancal 
Am l. whoready he te do ſtand in Armes: 
To proue by Gods grace, and my bodies valour 
In liſts, on Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norffolke, 
That he is a traitour foule and dangerous, | 
To God ofheauen, king Richard and to me: 

And as I truely fight, defend me heauen. 
Mar. Onpaine of death, no perſon be ſo bold, 
Or daring, hardy, as to tcuch the liſtes, | 
Except the Martiall and ſuch officers 
 Appoynted todireRtheſe faire deſignes. 
Bul. Lord Martiall,let me kifle my Souercignes hand, 
And bow my knee before his Maieſtic, | 
For Mowbray and my ſelfe are like two men, 
That vow a obs and wearie pilgrimage, 
Then let vs take a ceremonious leaue, 
And louing fare well of our ſeuetall friends. 
Mar. The appellant in all duety greetes your Highney 
And craues ta kiſſe your hand, and take his leaue. 
King We will deſcend and fold him in our armes, 
Cooſin of Herford, as thy cauſe is right, 
So be thy fortune in this royall fight: | 
Farewell my bloud, which ifto day thou ſhead, 
Lament we may, but not reuenge the dead. 
Bul. O let no ne ble eie prophane a teare 
For me, ill be go:de with Mowbraies ſpeare: 
As confident as is the Falcons flight 
Againſt a bird, lol with Mowbray fight. 
My le uing Lord, I take my leaue of yoy: 


5 


King Kidhndthe rs 
Of you {ray noble coufin) Lord Aumarle, 
Not ſic e although I haue to do with death, 
But luſty,yongand cheerely drawing breth: 
Loe, as at Engliſh feaſts fol regreet 
I he daintieſt laſt, ro make the end moſt ſweet. 
Oh thou the earthly Authour of my bloud, 
Whoſe youthfull ſpirjte in me regenerate 
Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me vp, 
To reach at Victory aboue my head: 
Adde proofe vnto mine armour with thy prayers, 
And with thy bleſsings ſteele my launces point, 
That it may enter Mowbraics waxen cote, 
And furbiſh new the name of lohn a Gaunt, 
Euen in the luſtie hauiour of his ſonne. 
SGuunt. God in thy good cauſe make thee proſperous, 
Be ſwift like lightningin the execution. 
And let thy blowes doubly redoubled, 
Fall like amazing thundet on the caske 
Ot thy aduetſe pernitious enemy, 
Rowze vp thy youthfull.bloud, be valiant and liue. 
Bul. Mine innocence and faint George to thriue, 
Mowb, How cuer God or Fortunc an my lot, 
There les or dies true to King Richards throne, 
A loyall,iuſt,and vpright Gentleman: 
Neuer did captiue with a freer heart 
Caſt off his chaines of bondage. and embrace 
His golden vncontrould cntranchiſment, 
More than my dauncing ſoule doth celebrate 
a his feaſt of battle with mine aduerſarie, 
Moft mighty Liege, and my companion Peeres, 
Take from my mouth the wiſh of happy yeeres, 
As gentle, and as iocund as to ie ſt 
Gol to fight, truth hath a quiet breſt. 
King Farewell (my Lord) ſecurely I eſpie, 
Vertue with Valeur couched in thine eie, 
Order the trial} Martiall, and beginne. 
1 Mart. Hatry of Herford, Lancaſter and Darby, 
4 B 3 - Receiue 


{ab 
Receme thy TRAM ber defend thertght; 

Bul. Strong as a tower in hope I ery, Amen. 

Mart. Go beare this larice to Thomas Duke ef Norfolke. 

Herald Harry of Herford, Lancafter,and Darby | 
Stands here; for God, his ſoueraigne, and humſelfe, 
On paine to be found falſe and recreant, 

To proue the Duke of Norfolke Thomas Mowbray 
A traitor to his God, his king, and bin " 
Anddares him to ſet forward to the fight. . 
Hamid 2 Here ſtandeth Thot: Mowbray D of Norfolk 
Onp aine robe found falfe and retteant, | 

Both to defend hi mſelſe, and to app ut 

Henry of Here ford, Lancaſtet, and Darby, 
To God, his foucrar gne, and — him arm, 
Caura toully and with a free deſire, i 1 
Attending but the fgnall to beginne. 

| Mert. Sound trumpets. and ſet forward Combatants 
Stay, the king hath labial his warder downe. 

King. Let them lay by their helmets, and their (| peares, 
And both returne backe to their chaires agpine, 
Withdraw with vs; and let the trumpets found, 
While we returne theſe Aer what we decree, 
Draw neere and lit 
What with our counſell we bin done: 

For that our kingdomes earth ſhou d not be ſoild 
Wich that deare bloud which it hath toſtered: | 
And for out cies do hate the dre aſpect „ ee 
Of ciuill wounds plowil vp wich neighbotirt ſword, 
And for we thinke. tne Egle-witiged pride 
Of skie-aſpiting and ambitious thoughts, | 
With riual |-hacingevoy Aton you Be 

To wake out peace, pai m Oui — nde 
Drawes the ſweet nta Hrenth of gentle ſeep 1 8 
Which ſo rouzde ſp with bofft out wotand dummes, 
With harſh reſounding dre adfull broy, 
And grating ſhock ofwrathfullyron atthes, 


Might from our ct confines re eee, 


144 


King Kichard the fecond. 
And make vs wade euen in our kinreds bleudz 
Therefore we baniſh you our territories: 

You couſin Hereford vpon paine of life. | 

Til twice five ſummers haue cnricht our fields, 

Shall not regreete our faire dominions, - 

Bur treade the ſtranger paths ot baniſhment, 

Bul, Your will be done; this muſt my comfort be, 
That Sunne that warmes you here, ſhall ſhine on me- 
And thoſe his golden beames to ycu heete lent 
Shall point on me, and guilde my baniſhment. 
King Norfolke,for thee remaines a heauier doome, 
Which I with ſome vawillingnelle pronounce, 

The ſhe flow heures ſhall rot determinate 
The dateleſle lumite of thy deere exile, 
The hople ſſe word of neuer to returne, 
Breathe I againſt thee, vpon paine of lite. 

Mowb. A heauy ſentence, my molt ſoueraigne Liege, 
And all yniookt for from your Highneſſe mouth, 

A deeret merit not ſo deepe a maime, 
As to be caſt fo:t!1 in the common ayre 


Haue I deſetued at your Highneſſe hands: 
The language I haue learnt theſe forty yeeres, 
My natiue Engliſhnow I mult forgo, + 

And now my tongues vſe is to me, no more 
Than an vnſtringed violl or a harpe, 

Or like a cunning inſttument caſde vp, 

Or being open, put into his hands 

That knowes no touch to tu..c the harmonie: 
vithinmy mouth you haue engaoid my tongue, 
Doubly portculliſt with my teeth and lippes, 
And dull vntee ling barren ignorance 

I; made my Gaoler to attend on me: 

I ama too olde to fawne vpon a nuiſe, 

Too far in yeeresto be a pupill now, 4 
What is thy ſentence but ſpeechleſſe death? 8 
Which cobbes my tongue frombꝛeathing natiu: breat- 


King It bootes thee not to be compaſsionate, 
After 


he Tragedie of 


After out ſentence playning comes too late. 
Mow, Then thus Iturne me from my ccuntries light, 


: 


To dwel in folemne ſhades of endleſſe night. 
King, Returne againe, and take an othe with thee, 
Lay on our royall {word your baniſht hands, 

Sweate by the duty that y'owe to God, | 
| (oor part therein we baniſh with your ſclues,) 
o keepe the oath that we adminiſter: 
Vou neuer ſhall, ſo helpe you truth and God, 
Embrace each others loue in baniſhment, 
Nor neuer looke vpon each others face, 
Nor neuer write, regrecte,nor reconcile 
This lowring tempeſt of your home-bred hate, 
Nor neuer by aduiſcd purpoſe meete, 
To plot, contriue, ot complot any ill. 
Gainſt vs, our ſtate, our ſubiects, or our land. 
Bel. Iſwearfe. EEE 
Mow. And], to keepe al this. 
Bul, Norffolke, ſo fare as to mine enemy: 
By this time, had the King permitted vs, 
One of our ſoules had wandred in the aire, | 
Baniſht this fraile ſepulchre of our fleſh, 
As nowour fleth is baniſht from this land, 
Confeſſe thy treaſqgns ere thouflic the realme, 
Since thou haſt far to go, beate not along 
T he clogging burthen of a guiltie ſoule. 


— Þ | 
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Mow. No Bullingbroolce, if cuet I were traitour, 
My name be blotted from the booke of life, 
And ] from heauen baniſſit as trom hence: 
But what thou art. God, theu, and I, do know, 
And al too Conus feare)the King ſhall rew: 
Farewell (my Liege) now no way can I ſtrav, 
Save backe to England al the worlds my way. Fxit. 
Tia. Vycle, elien inthe glaſſes of thine eyes, 
I ſee thy grieued heart: thy fad aſpet 
Hath from the number of his baniſht yeetes 
Pluckt foure away, luxe frozen winters ſpent, OY \ 


Returne 


Xing Richard the ſecond. 


Returne wich welcome home from baniſhm ener. 
Bu, How long a time lies im one little word. 
Foure lagging winters and foure wanton ſpringet, 
End in a word, ſuch is the breath of Kinges. 
Gaune. T thanke my liege that in regard of me, 
He ſhortens foure E of my ſonnes exile, 
Bur little vantage ſhall I reape thereby: 
For care the ſixe yeares that he hath to ſpend 
Can change their moones, and bring their times 
My oile-dried lampe, and time bewaſted light 
Shall be extint with age and endleſſe nightes, 
My intch of taper will be burnt and done, 
And blindfold Death not let me ſee my ſonne. 
King, Why Vackle thou haſt many yeares to live. 
Gaunt, But not a minute King that thou canſt giue, 
Shorten my daies thou canſt with ſullen ſorrowe, 
And plucke nights from me. but not lend a morrow: 
Thou canſt helpe time to furcow me with age, 
But ſtoppe no wrinckle in his pilgrimage: 
Thy word is currant with him for my death, 
But dead. thy kingdome cannot buy my breath. 
King. Thy ſonne is baniſht vpon good aduiſe, 
Whereto thy tong a party verdict gaue, 
Why at our 1uſtice ſeemſt thou then to lowre? 
Gaunt. Things ſweet to taſte, prooue in digeſtion ſowre. 

You vrgde me as a iudge, but I had rather, 

You would haue bid me argue like a father: 

Oh had't beene aſtranger, not my child, 
To ſmooth his fault I ſhould haue beene more milde: 
A partial ſlaunder ſought I to auoide, 

Andin the ſentence my owne life deſtroyed: 

Alas I lookt when ſome of you ſhould ſay, 
I was too ſtiict to make mine owne away: 
But you gaue leaue ro my vnwilling tongue, 
Againſt my will to do my ſelfe this wron 
King, Cooſen fate weh and Vnckle, bid him fo, : 
duxe yeares we baniſh him and heſhall go, + Exits 
$99.1 > Au- 


An. Colin an Am noe kale 
From here you Aae let paper ſhew. . 
Mar. My Lord, no leave take I, for I will ride 
As tarre as land will let me by your fade. | 

Gaunt, Olzto whit ae doeſt thou hoard thy words, 
That thou re turpe ſt no greeting to thyfriends? 
Bull. I haue too be to take my le ue of you, 
When the tongues office ſhould be prodigall. 
To — aboundant dolor ot the heart. 


Gaunt. griefe 1s ut thy abſence for a time, 
Bull. - 7 — ericſe i preſent for that time. 
Gaunt. What is ft wintergthey are quickly gone. 


Bul, To menin wy, but griefe makes one hower ten, 
Garn. Callit atravaile that thou takſt for pleaſure. 
Jul. My heart will ſigh when I miſcall ir for 
Which . ar- an info ced pilgrimage. 
Gaun. Tlie ſullen paſlage of 2 wesry ſteps» | 
Eſteeme as foyJe wherein thou art to ſer, 
The pretious Jewell ot thy home returne. 
Bul, Nay ratherevery tedious ſtride | rr [. 
Will but remember me whata deale of world! | 
I] wander rom the levels that { loue. 6 5 
Mult I not ſeiue a long apprentithood, 
To forreine paſſages, and in the end, 
Hauing my fre edome, boaſt of nothing elſe, 
But that I Wasa iourne yman to grieſe. 
Caun. All places that the ele of heanen viſies, 
Arc toa wileman partes and happie haucns: 
Teach thy necetvty to reaſon thus. 
There 15 no vertue like nece ſity, 
Thinke not the ing did baniſh thee, 
But thou the ing. Woe doth the heavier ſit, 
Where it perce iues it ts but faintly borne: 23 
Go, ſaylſent thee foorth to purchaſe honour, 
And not the King exi| ether; or fuppole, 
Deuouring peſtiſence in our ate, 
Aud thou: alt yi pope clune: 
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K vin Richard the ſic ond. 
Looke'whart thy foule holds dearesimagihe ire 
To ly that way thou goeſt not whence thou comſt: 
Suppoſe the 8 birds muſitions, | . 
The graſle whereon thou treadil. the preſence ſtronmd, 
The flowers,faire Ladics,and thy Reps, uo more " 
Thena delightful}meaſure or adance, + | 
For gnarling ſorrawharth leſſe power to bite, 
The man that mocłe at it, and ſets it light. 
Bul. Oh who can hold a fier in hu hand, 
By thinlcing on the froſty Caucaſus? EN 
Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite, * 
By bate imagwation ofa tea | 
Or wallow naked in December ſnow, 

By thinking on fantaſticke ſommers hearte 2 

On no, the apprehenſion of the good. 

Gues but the greater fee ling tothe worſe: 

Fell ſorrowes tooth doth neuer 1anckle more, 

Then when lie bites, but launceth not the ſoare. 

Gaus. Come come my ſonne lie bring thee on thy ways 

Had I thy youth and cauſe, L would not ſtay. | 

But, Then Englands ground farewell,ſfectſoileadiew, - 

eee and my nutle that beates me yet, 24 
Where care I wander boaſt uf tl I can, 

Though baniſht, yet a true borne Engliſh man, Excunt. 


Enter the King With Buſbic, cc 2 dore, andthe 
* | Lord A umeric at another, ' 


| King We did obſetue. Cooſen Aumarle, 

How tar brought you high Hereford on his way? 
Am. I brought high Herford. if you call him ſos 

But to the next bigh way, aud there ] leſt him. N 

King And ſay, what ſlote of parting te ares were ſhedꝰ 
Aum, Faith none for me, except the Northealt winde, 

Which then blew bitterly againſt our faces, 

Awak, the ſleeping rhewme, and ſoby chance 


Did grace out hollow paiting with a tere. 
I L C 2 King - 


King What FRI couſin when you parted with him 
Aum. Farewel, & for my hart di{dained: that my tongue 
Should ſoprophane the 6 that raught me craft, f 
To comnterfaite opprefrionot ſuch grieſe, 

That u ords ſeemd buried in my ſorrot es graue: 

Marry would tlie word Fare wel haue leugthned besen, | 
And added ycares to his ſhort bariſhment 
He ſhould haue had a Volume of farewels: 
But ſince it would not, he had none of me. 

King. He is our Coolens Cooliu, but tis doubt, 

When time ſhall call him home trom baniſtument, | 
Whether cur kinſman come to lee his friends, ' | 
Our ſelte and Buſhie, | (| a 
Obſerued his courtſhip to the common people, 
How he did ſeeme to diue into their hart,, 
With humble and fanuliat coutteſie. u 
What treue rene he did throw away on ler PHIL Bet 
Wooing poore craftſmen with the craft of mile. 
And patient vnder-bearing of his fortune. | 
As twere to bariſh their affects with him, 
Of goes his bonnet to an oyſterwench, + r * 
A brace of draimen bid. God ſpeed him wok, 1201160 
And had the tribute of his fupple knee, 
Wich thankes my countreymen my louing fende 
As were our England in reuetſion his, 
And he our fubiects nexte ret in hope. 

Greene. Wel, he u e andwith him go theſe 3 
Now for the rebels which ſtandout in heland, | 
Expedient mannage muſt be made my liege. 

Ere further ley ſure yeeld them fur: et meancss 

For theiraduantage and your highnes loſle. 
King, VVe will our Ihe in perſon to this wanne, 

| Ads tor our coffers with too great a court, 

And libetall lorges ate groen ſomewhat light, 

VVe are info: f to farm our royall Realme, 4 
The reuene w Whereof ſhall furniſh ve, 2 *; 

A, * aftares hey * come ort. bs. 


* 


AK INFBUEDATA FOR ſerond. ; 
Our ſubſtitutes at home ſhall have blanke chartern, 4 
Whereto, when they ſhalienow what wen are fich, 
They ſhal ſubſcribe them for large ſummet of gold, 
And ſend them after to ſupply our widaty,”''' tt 
For we will make for leelandprefently? 
Euter Baſbie Withnewes, . 

Faſo. Olde Iohn of Gaunt is grieuons ſicke my Lord, 
Sodainely taken, and hath ſent poſt haſte, 
To intreate your Maneſtie to wire him. | 
King Where hes het 
Buſh. Ar (ol fn * 

No put it (God) the F tions 
Tobeſe ase his grade immiediar)) 4 7 
The liiung of his coffers ſhall make coates 
To decke ou: ſouldicrsfortheſe Iriſh warte. 
Come gentle men, lets all go viſite hum, * 


- 
| | 
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mind,. 
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Pray God we may make haſte and come too later,. 
Amen 1 - Exewet, © A 
Enter Jolu af eee {rin ent N 
Gaunt, Wil the King come that I cray breathe my laſti 


In holſome counketrohis wnſtaied youth: / © - 
Yorke Vex nat your ſelfe nor ſtrive not with 
For all in vaine comes counſell to his ere. 

Gaunt. Oh but they ſay, the tongues of dying men, 
Inforce attention hike deepe {hrmony: en 
Where words are ſcarce they are ſeldome ſpent in vine, 
| Forthey breathe truth that breathe their worgesinpaine: © * 
Ne chat no more muſt ſay as liſtened more Mes 
Ilhan they whom youth and eaſe haue taught to gloſe, 
More are mens ends markt than their ner ben 
The ſetting Sunne, and Muſilce at the cloſe. 
As the laſt taſte of ſweetes is fweereſt laſt, 
Wrir in remembrance more tham thing long paſt, 
Though Richard my liues counfelt weuſd not heare, 

My deaths ſad tale may yet vndeafe his ee. 
Yorke No. it is ſtopt with r e b * 
3 ; 


your breath, 


At praiſes of whole taſte the wiſe are found: 

Laſcruious meeter to whole venome ſound © 

I he open eate of youth doth al ayes hſt en. 

Re port of faſhions mproude Italie, 

W hoſe manery ill our taidy apith nation 

Limp; atter iu baſe itaĩtatioa rm 

W here doth the world thiuſt forth a vanirie, | © - / 

So it be new, theres no reſpeci how vile, | 

Ihat is not quickly buzd. into hus earest 

Then all too late comes Counſell to be heard, 

Where will doth mutiny with wits regard: 1 

Direct not him whoſe way hunſelfe wil chaſes 1 

T 15 breath thou lackſt and that breath wilt thou looſe; 
Caunt Me thinkes lama e new inſpirde, 

And thus expiring do foretell of him. 

His raſh fierce blaze of tyot cannot laſt: | 

Far violent fires ſooue bun out thetuſelues | 

Small ſhoures laſt Waun ſodaine ſtormes are ſhortt g 

He tires betimes that ſpurs too faſt betimes | 

With cagre feeding toode doth choke the feeder, 

Light vanitic inſatiate cormotant, | 


Conſuming meanesfooge praies vponit ſelfer - | 
This royall throne of Kings» this ſer ptred Ille. 
This earth of maie ſtie, this ſcate of Mars, 

This other Eden,demy Paradice, þ 
This fortreſſe built by Nature (yr her ſclfe, 
Againſt infection and the hand of warres | 
Thi happy breede of men, this little world, 
This precious ſtone ſet in the ſiluet (ea, 
Which ſerues it in the office of a wall, 
Or as moate defenſiue to a houle, _ 
Againſt the enuicof leſſe happier lands. 


6 . 


I his bleſſed plot, thus earth lis re alme, this England, 
I his nurſe, this teeming wombe of 1oyall Kiigs, © 
Feard by their breed, and famous by theyr byrt | 
| Renownedfortheyr deedes as far from home, 


For chriſlian ſerusce, and true chivalry, 


T iny Kb the ſceond. | 

As is the in ſtubburne Jewryg 
Of the wotlds ranfoine bleſſed Maries ſonne: 
This land of ſuch deare ſoules, this deere deefe land, 
Deare for her reputation through the world, 
Is now leaſde out; I dye pronouncing it. 
Liketoa tenement or pelting Farne. 
England bound in with the triumphant ſea, 
Whoſe rockie ſhoare beates backe the envious ſiege 
Of watry Neptune, is now bound in n ſhame, 
Wich iackie blots and rotten parchment bonds 
That England that vs wont to others, 
Hath made a ſhamefull eſt ofit ſelfe: 
Ah would the ſcandall vanii with my life, 
How happy then were my enſuing death? 

Yorke | he King u come, deale mildely with his youth, 
For young hot colts being ragde, do rage the more. 


. Enter king an i Queue, r. 
Quzrene Hoy fates our noble vncle Lancaſter? 
King What comfort man? how iſt with aged Gaunt? 
Cant O how that nawe befits my compolition! 
Old Gu t indeede, and gaunt in being olde: 
Wi hi:fhme Griefe hath kept a tedious faſt. 
And who abſtaines fronflneate that is not gaunt? 
For ſleeping England long time have | watchr, 
Watching breedes leanenelle leanene ſſe is all gaunts 
The pleaſure that ſome father feede pon 
Is my ſtrict faſt; I meane my childrens lookes, 
And therein faſting haſt thou made me gaunt: 
Gaunt am 1 for the graue, gaunt as graue, 
Whoſe hol\ow wombe inherites naugfit but bones. 
king Can ſicke men play ſo nicely with their names? 
Gaunt No miſery makes ſport to mocke it ſelfe, 
Since thou doll ſee ke to kill my name in me, 
I mocke my name(great King) to flatterthee. 
King Should dying meu flatter with thoſe that line? 
Gaunt No no, men hawy ſlattet thoſe that die. 


King 


The T ragfdit of 
King, Thounow dying Oye thou flattereſt We. 
Gaunt, Oh no, thou dieſt. though I the ficker be. 
King. Iam in health, I breathe, and ſee thee i!l, 

| Gaunt. Now he that made me knowes I ſee thee ill. 

Ill in my ſelte to ſec, and in thee, ſeeing ill. 

Thy dcath-bed is no lefler than thy lan 

W herein thou licſt inreputation ficke, 

And thou too careleſſe pacient as thou art 

Commitſt thy annoynted body to the cure 

Of thoſe Phyſitions that firſt wounded thee, 

A thouſand flatterers ſit within thy Crowne, 

Whoſe compaſſe is no bigger than thy head, 

Aud yet inraged in ſo ſmall a verge, 

The waſte is no whit leſſer than thy land: 

Oh had thy grandſire with a Prophets eie, FT 

Seene how Bis ſonnes ſonne [bould deſtroy his ſonnes, 

From forth thy reach he would haue laid thy ſhame, 

Depoling thee before thou wert polleſt, 

Which art poſleſt now ta depoſe thy ſelfe: 

Why couſin wert thou regent of the world, 

It were a ſhame to let this land by leaſe: 

But for thy world enioying but this land, 82 

Is it not more than ſhame to ſhame it ſo? 

Landlord of England art thou now Jl, not King, 

Thy ſtate of lawe is bondſlaue to the lawe, 

And thou 154 
King. A lunatike leane-witted foole, 

Preſuming on ao azues ptiuiledge, 

Dareſt with thy frozen agmonition 

Make pale our cheeke, chaſing the royall bloud | 

With lurie from his native 2 3 7 

Now by my ſeates right toyall maieſtie, r 

Wert thou not brother to great Edwards ſonne, i. 

This toug that runnes ſo roundly in thy head, h 

Should runne thy head from thy vnreuerent ſhoulders. 
Gaunz Oh ſpare me notmy:br hers Bdwards ſoune}"\ 

For that I was his father Edwards fone, POS 

[Ol That 


King Richard the ſecond. 
That bloud already like the Pellican, -. 
Haſt thou tapt out and drunkenly carowſt, 
My brother Gloceſter plaine well meaning ſoule, 
Whom faire befall in heauen mongſt happy ſoules, 
Maie be a preſident and witnes good: 
That thou reſpectſt not ſpilling Edwards bloud: 
Ioine with the preſent ficknes that I haue, 
And thy vnkindnes be like crooked age, 
To crop at once a too long withered . 
Liue in thy ſhame, but die notſhame with thee, 
Theſe words hereafter thy tormentors be, 
Convay me to my bedthen to my graue, 
Loue they to liue that loue and honour haue. 

Exit. 


King And let them die that age and ſullens haue, 
For both haſt thou. and both become the graue. 
Yorke I doe beſeech your Maieſty, impute his words 
To waiward ſicklines and age in him, 
He loues you on my life,and holdes you deere, 
As Harry Duke of Herefofd were he here. 
King Right. you (ay true, as Hetefords loue, ſo his 
As theus, ſo mine and all be as it is. (ieſtie. 
Nerth. My liege, old Gauut commends him to your Ma- 
King What ſaies he? . 
North, Nay nothing AM is ſaid? 
His tongue is now a ſtringleſſe inſtrument, 
Words, life, and al, old Lancaſter hath ſpent, 
Yorke Be Yorke the next that muſt be bankrour (o, 
Though death be poore, it ends a mortall wo. 
King The ripeſt fruit firſt falt, and ſo doth he. 
His time is ſpent, our pilgrimage muſt be; 
So much for that, Now for our Iriſh wars, 
We mult ſupplant thoſe rough rugheaded kerne, 
Which hue like venome, where no venome elſe, 
But onely they haue priniledge to liue. 
And for theſe great affaires do aake ſome charge, 
Towards our aſsiſtance we doe _ to vn 


of 
. 


The , coine, 
Tha phages V 


Yorke How long thab! . long 


—— 


Nor Gaunresxebuk mate wrongs, 
Nor the — liogbroke, . 
About his mariadge, nor 
Hue euer made me 2 che elces 
Oc bende onemiinckie y_-_ loueraignes face: 

I am the laſt of noble Edwards ſonne, 
Of whom thy fathet Prince of Wales was firſt 
In warre was neuer Lyonragde more fierce, - 
In peace\vas neuer gentle lambe more milde, 
Then waathat and princely Gentlemamm 
His face thonhaſt,foregen G loola „„ 
Accotmphiſht with a munber of thy howers; 
But when he frowned it was againſt the trench, 
And not ill his friends1hus noble hand 
Did win what he did ſpende, andTpentnot that 1 
Which lus triumphant futhets hand had wont: - | 
Hi: hands were guilty of no kinred bloud, — JEM 
But bloudre with theenemies of his kinne: Rea 
Oh Richard: Yorke is too far gona ith grie fe, © 
5 vue he neuer would compare betweene. 
g Why Vncklewhatsthe matter 

Tote Oli my liege. pardone me if you pleafe, ' | 
It not 2 to be pardoned,am content with alt, 
Secke you to ſeane and pripe into your hands 
The roialtie s aud rights of baniſht Herefords 
I not Gaunt dead? and doth not Hereford hue ? 
Was not Gaunt iuſt ? aud is not Harrie true: 
Did not the onedoſerus to haue an heire? | 
I; not his he ite a well deſetuing ſonnte? in 
Take Herefordes r pagan take From time 
His charte omarie righres ; 


Let not te morrow enſue to dare: 
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Be fot thy ſelfe. For how At thoua King 


A IDE JEEeBs. 
Now afore God God God forbidde I fay true, 
If you doe wrongfully ſeaze Herefords rightes, 
Call in the letters patents that he hath. 
Haber his 33 generall to ſue 


his offred homage, 
You phacke a th — : 


ers OR Your head, 
You 


ooſe a thouſand — iſpoled hearts, 
And pricke my tend er patience to thoſe thoughts, 
Which COND alleag eance cannot thinke. | 
King Thinke what you wil, we ceaſe into our lends 
His plate, his goods, his money and his landes. 
Yorke llenotbe by the while, my liege fare well, 
What will enſue hereof thers none can tell: 
But by bad courſes may be vnderſtood 
That their euents can neuer fallout good. Exit, 
King Go Buſhie to the Earle of Willie ſtraight. 
Bid lum tepa ire to vs to Ely houſe, 
Ta ſee this bu! nes: tomorrow next 
We vill for Ire land. and tis time I trow, 
And we create in abſeuce of our ſelfe, | 
Our Vixckle Yoike Lord gouernour of England; 
For he is iuſt,and alwaics loued vs well: 
Come on our Queene, to morrow mult we part. 
Be merry, for out time of ſtaie is ſhort, . 
Exeunt King andQueene : Manet North. 
North. Well Lords, the Duke of Lancalter is dead. 
| Roſſe And liuing to, for now his ſonne u Duke, 
Wil. Barely intitle,notinreuenewes. | 
North. Richly in both if iuſtice had her right. 
Roſſe My bing rt is great. but it muſt breake with ſilence, 
Eait be c ren with a liberall tongue. 
North. Nay ſpeake thy mind, & let hun nere ſpeake mor. 
That ſpeakes thy words againe to doe thee harme. (ford 
Wit. Tends that thou wouldſt ſpeake to the Duke of an 


If it be ſozout with it boldly man. 
_ 13 mine care to heat 188 toward hum. 
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The Fragedi/ 
No at all that Ican doe for him, 
vim E good to pitty him. 
Bereft, and gelded of his patrimony. 
North, Now afore God tis ſhame ſuch wrongs arc borne, 
In him a royall Prince and many mo, 
Ot noble bloud in this declining land, 
The King is not himſelfe, but baſel » 
By Aatterers, and what they will inf 
Meerely in hate gainſt any of vs all, 
That will the King ſeverely vrofeture, 
Gainſt vs, our liues, our chil en, and our heires. 
RNeoſſe The commons hath he pild with grieuous taxes, 
And quite loſt their hearts. The nobles hath he finde, 
For ancient quarrels and quite loſt their hearts. 
Wills, And daily new exactiom ate deuiſde, 
As blanckes,beneuolences,and I wot not what: 
But what a Gods name doth become of this? 
11 Wars hath not waſted it, for warrde he hath not, 
Bur baſe ly yeelded vpon compromiſe, 
That which his noble aunceſtors ate hiued with blowes, 
More hath he ſpent in peace then they in wars. 
Roſſe The Earle of Wiltſhire hath the realme in farme. 
Will. The King growen banckront like a broken man, 
North. Repedek and diſſolution hangeth oner him. 
* He hath not money for theſe Iriſh wars, 
Hers burthenous taxationt notwithſtanding, 
But by the robbing of the baniſhe Duke. 
North. His noble kinſman moſt degenerate King, 
But Le rds we heare this fearefull tempeſt ſing, 
Yet ſeeke no ſhelter to avoid the ſlorme: 
We ſee the wind fit fore vpon our failes, 
And yet we ſtrikenct, but ſecurely periſh. 
Refſe We ſee the very wracke that + wed ſuffer, 
And vnauoided is the danger now. 
For ſuffering ſo the cauſes of our wracke. 
North. Not ſo, euen l hollow cies of death, 


| (pic life peering but {dare * 6 
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How neere the tidings oſ um comſort in. 
wil. Nay let vs ſhare thy en 
Reſe Be confident to ſpeake No berland 

We three are but thy ſelſe, and ſpeaking ſo 

Thy words are but as thoughta, therefore be bold. 

North, Then thus, I haue from le Port Blan 

A Bay in Brittaine receiude intelligence. 

That Harry duke of Herlord, Rainold L. Cobham 

That late broke from the Duke of Exeter 

His brother, archbiſhop late of Canterburie, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, fur Iohn Ramſton, 

Sir Iohn Norbery, ſir Robert Waterton,and Francis Coins; 

All theſe well furniſhed by the Duke of Brittaine 

With eight tall ſhippes,three thouſand men of watre, 

Arc making hither with all due expedience, 

And ſhortly meane to touch our Nottherne ſhore; 

Perhaps they had eto this, but that they ſtay 

The firſt departing of the King for Ive land. 

Ifthen we ſhall ſhake off our ſlauiſh yoke, _ 

Impe out our drowping countries broken wi 

Redeeme from Broking pawne the blemiſlit _ 

Wipe off the duſt that hides our Scepters guilt 

And make high Maieſtie looke like it ſelfle, 

Away with me in por to Rauenſpurgh: 

But if you faint, as fearing to do ſo, 

Stay, and be ſecret, and my ſelſe will go. 


Roſie To horſe, to horſe, vrge to them that zeare, 
i. Holde out my horſe, and Iwill ſirſt be there. 


Excunt, 
Enter the Queene Buſbie,Bagot. | 
Buſh. Madam. your maieſtie is too much ſad, 
You promiſt, hen you parted with the King, 
To lay aſide life-harming heauines, 25 
And entertaine a cheerefull diſpoſitioan. 
Queene To pleaſe the king I did, to pleaſe my ſelſe 
I caunot do itz yet I know no cauſe 


Why I ſhould welcome ſuch a gueſt as Gtiefe, | 
3 D3ͤͥ Sas 


* 


Is cannot but be (ad: ſo heauie fad, 
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* F Lordt 
525 Each ſubſbance of a grieſe hach ers, ſhadowes, | 
Which ſne we like gefeit {cIfe,bur15 not lo: 


| For Sorroweseyes ciated with blinding teares, 


Diuides one thing 1 — * 2 
Like pe which right 

— wen 'confult on; ep aw Wt 
Diſtentre forme: ſo your ſwect maie ll 
44 — Lords departure, 
Finde ſha more than humſelfe to waile, 
Which 2 28 it is, is naue ht but (hadows 


Of whar it is not; then thrice gracious Queene) 
Mote then your Lords departure weep not, mate is not ſeen 
Or if it be, tis with falſe Sorrowes eye, 
Which for things true. weepes things imaginarie. 
| _ Queene It may be ſo; but yet my 2 in ard ſoule 
pertwades me it is otherwiſe i he ere it be. 


As thought on thinlcing oa no theu ght 1 thinke, 

Makes me with heauy nothing, fait; and ſhrinke. 
Buſh. Ti, nothing but concen ny giotious Lady. 
Queene I is nothing jeſſe : concꝭt is fill deriude, 

From ſome forcfaher ese mine is not ſo, 

For nothing hath be got my ſomething griefe, 

Or ſomething : hath the he nora] prices, 

Lis in reuetſion that Ido le, 

But what it is that is nor yet Aren What, 

I cannot name, tis nme leſle woe l wor. 

Greene God ſaue your majeſty, and well met Fg 
hope the King i not yet ſhi;-tfor Ireland. 

Queene Wh y hopeſi chow ſo? tj better hope he is, 

rot his deſignes cratie haſte, his hafte good hope: 


whe refore daſtthon hope he 1s not ſhipt? Greene 


Greene That he dur hope might haue retixde his power, '/ 
And driuen into deſpaire an enemies hope, 
Who ſtrong y hath (et footing in this land. 
Tbe baniſhr Bullingbrooke repeales himſelſ ce. 
And with vplifted armes is ſafe atiude at Raycnſpurgh. . 
Que Now God in heauen ſotbid. f 
Greene Ah Madam! tis too true, and that is worſe: 
The lord Notthumberland· his ſoa yong H. Percie, 
The lords of Reſle. Beaumond, and Willoughby, 
With all theit powerful friends are fled to him. 
Bau. Mhy haue you not proclaimd Northumberland 
And al the reſt reuolted faction, traitours? ? 1 
Greene We haue, whereupon the earle of Worceſter 
Hath broken his Staffe, reſig nd li Ste wardſhip -. 
And al the houſhold ſeruants ſled with him to Bullingbrook 
Querene So Greene, thou art the midwate tomy wor; 
Ana Bull ngbrooke my ſorowes diſmall here. 
Now hath my ſoule brought forth her ptodigie, 
Aud la gaſping new deliuet d mother, | | 
Haue woe to wot, ſoto to ſoio w ioynde b 
Pulhie Diſt Paire not Madan. 1 
Queene M ho ſinall hindert me? 
Iwill diſpairt and be at enmitic 
With couſenung Hope, he is a flatterer, 
A pataſite, akeeper backe of Death, 
Who gently would diſſolue the band; of life, 
V Vhich falſe Hope lmgers in extremitie. 
| Greene Here comes the Duke of Yorke." 
Queene V Vith ſignes of war about his aged necke, 
Oh tul of careful] buſines are his lookes! 
Vncle, for Gods ſake ſpeake comfortable wordes. 
Torte Should I doſo I thould bely my thoughts, 
Comtort's in heauen, and we are on the -carth, 
V Vhere nothing liues but eroſſes, cares andgriefe: 
Your husband, he is gone to ſaue far off, 
V Vhillt others come to make him looſe at home: 
Heere am I lck to vnderprop his land, 


N 


VVho 


* he ; 
Who weake wich age — 9 . 
No comes the ſicke houre u (ur 

Now ſhall he trie his Send = Aatterd 9 
pry a M y Lord, your ſon was gone before [came 
* —.— fo go all which way it will: 
Then nobles they are fled. the common they are colde, 
And will (l feare) teuolt on Herefords fide. 
Sirra,gerthee to Plaſhie to my fiſter Gloceſter, 
Bid her ſend me preſently a chouland pound, 

Hold take my ring. 

Seruin My Lord, Thad forgot rotel your Lordſip: 
To day as I came by I called there, 
1 . thall grieue you to report the reſt. 
rhe What * naue 

Ae An houre before I came the Durchelſe lied. 

Yorke God for his mercy, what a tide of woes 
Comes ruſhing en this wokull land at once! 

"en not hat to do: I would to God, 
er vntruth had not prouokthim to ir) 

ing had cut off my head with my brothers, 
Wh t are there no Poſts diſpatcht for Ireland? 
H ſhal we do for money fortheſe wars? 
Come ſiſter, couſin I would ſay, pray pardon me: 
Go fellow get thee home, prouide {ome cartes, 
And bring away the armour that is there. 
Gentlemen, will you go muſter men? 
It I know how or which way to order theſe affayres 
Thus diſorderly thruſt into my hands, | 
Neuer belecue me: both are my kinſmen. 
Tone is my ſoueraigne, whom both my oath 
And duety bids detend: totheragaine 
Is my kiniman, whom the King hath wrongd, 
Who conſcience, and my kineed bids to right. 

wel ſomewhat we muſt do: Come couſin, 

le diſpoſe of you: 8 muſter vp your men, 

And meete me preſently at Barkly: 
Ido d ro Plaſhie too, but time wil not permit: 


hol 


Allis vneuen, and euery thing is left ar fixe-and ſeauen. 


I. The winde fits faire for newes to go for Ireland, 
But none returnes. For vs to leuie power ee 
Proportionable to the enemy ts all vnpoſsible. 

Gree, Beſides our neeteꝑes to the King in loue, 
Is neare the hate of thoſe loue not the Km. 

Bag. And that is the wauering coinmonsfor their loue 
Lies in their purſes, aid who ſo empties them, 

By ſo much fils their hearts with deadly hate. 
Baſh. Wherein the King ſtands generally condemad. 
Beg. If iudgment lie in them, then ſo do we, 
Becauſe we euer haue beene neere the King, 
Cree. Well will for refuge ſtraight to Briſt, Caſtle, 
The Earle of Wiltſhire is already there. 

Baſe. T hither will I with you., for little office 
Will the hatefull commons pextourme for vs, 
Except like curi to teare vsall teipicces 
Will you go along with vs? | 
Bag. No, I will to Ire land to his Maieſty, 
Fare well if hearts preſages be not vaine, 
We three here part that nere ſhall meete againe. 

Buſh, Thats as Yorke thriues te beat backe Bullingbrook. 

Gree, Alas poore Duke the taske he vnderrtakes, 
Is numbring ſands, and drinling Oceans drie, 
Where one on his {ade fights, nds will flic: 
Farewellat once,for once, for all, and cuer. 

Baſu. Well, we may meete againc. 
Bee. I feare me neuer. 

Enter Mereford, Northumberland, 
Bull. How far is it my Lord to Barckly now? 
North. Beleeue me noble Lord, « 
Tama ſtranget here in Gloceſterſhire, 
Theſe high wild hils and rough vneuen waies, 
Drawes out our miles and makes them weariſome, 
And yet your faire diſcourſe hath beene as ſugar, 
Making the hard way ſweete and * 


- Theres , 


But I bethinke me what a weary way 
From Rauenſpurgi lh will be found, 
7 23 — 


In Roſle and Wille 


Which I proteſt hath 1 much beguild, 
The tediouſneſſe and pre Get ny trauell: 
Bur theirs is ſweerned u to haue 


The preſent beneſu which 1100 pe 
And hope to ioy ia brtle "Neem | 
Then hope enioyed by thisthe weary Lords | 
Shall our their way ſeeme ſhort as mae hath dore, 
By ſight of what I haue, your noble company. 2A 
Bull Of muchleſle value is my company, 
Then your good worde 2 comes here? 
11 erry Ferſir. 
North. It i my ſonne ome Ha, Perſy, 
Sent from my brother et whenceloeuer. 
Harry, how fares your Vioele Bo bf! ben (een. 
H. Per. I had thought Lordto haue learned his aka 
North. Why is he not withthe Queene? we bt, 
H. Per. No my good Lotd,he hath foi ſooke the courts 
Broken his aff. of office and iſperit | 
The houlhold ofthe King. 
North. What was hu realorghe Was not ſo re olude, 


Whenlalt we ſpake togither?. 
H Per, Becauſe your e e traitor, 
But he my Lo:is gone to Rauenſpurgi. 


To offer ſeruice to the Duke of Hereford, 

And ſent me ouer by Barckly to diſcouer, 

What power the Duke of Yotke had leviedthe re, 

Then with directions to repaite to Rauenſpurgh, 

North. Haue you forgot the Duke of Heretords boy? 
H. Per. No my good J. : for that is not forgot, 

Which nere I did reme1 ber,to my knowledge 

I never in my life did looke on him, 
North, I hen learne to know him now, this is the Duke, 
H. Per. My gratious Lo: Itender you ny ſeruice, 

Such as it is, being tender, rau and young. 

Which elder daics tha] ood * confume To 


K ing Sichatd the ſecond. 
To more approued ſeruice and deſert. oo 
Ball, I thanketheegentle Perſy, and be ſure. 
I count my ſelfe in nothing elſe fo happy» 
As in a ſoule remcmbring my good friends, 
And as my fortune ripens with thy loue, 
It ſhalbe ſtill thy true loues recompence, 
My heart this couenant makes, my hand thus ſcales it, 
North, How farre is it to Barckly, and what [fur 
Keepes good old Yorke there with his men of war? 
H Per. There ſtands the Caſtle by yon tuft of trees, 
Mand with 300, men as I hauc heard, | 
And in it are the Lords of Yorke Barkly and Seymer, 
None elſe of name and noble eſtimate. 
North. Here come the Lords of Roſſe and Willoughby, 
Bloudy with ſpurring, fiery red with haſte. 
Bull, VVelcome my Lords, I wot your loue purſues, 
A baniſht traitor: all my treaſury 
Is yet but vnfelt thanks, which more inricht, 
Shalbe your loue and labours recompence. 
Roße Your preſence makes vs rich, moſt noble Lord. 
Wil. And far ſurmounts our labour to attaine it. 
Bal. Euermore thanke*s the exchequer ofthe poore. 
V Vhich till my infant fortune comes to yeares, 
Stands for my bounty: but who comes here? 
North. It is my Lord of Barkly as I gueſlc. 
Barth My Lord of Hereford my meſſage is to you. 
Bal. My Lord my anſwere is to Lancaſter, 
And I am come to ſeeke that name in England, 
And I mult find that title in your tongue, 
Before I make reply to ought you ſay, 
Bar. Miſtake me not my Lord,tisnot my meaning, 
To race one title of your honor out: 
To you my LozI come, what Lo: you will, 
From the moſt gratious regent of this land 
The Duke of Yorke:toknow what prickes you on, 
To take aduantage of the abſent time, 


And fright our natiue peace with * armes 
2 
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Bull. I ſhall not need ; my words by ner {|| 
' Herecomes his grace in ror my noble Vile! . 


Whoſe duety is deceiueable and falſe. 


Bull, My gratious V nelle. 1165 . 
Tor. Tut tut, grace me tio grace, nor vnckle ine uo vnckle, 
I am no traitors Vnckle , | that word Grace F111 
In an vngratious mouth is but ewe 
Why haue thoſe banjſhe and forbidden lege, 


Dard once to touch a duſt of 1 N ground: 
Futthen more why? why aue they dard to march 
Zo many miles vpon her peacefull boſo ne. 1 
Frighting her pale tact villadgey with watre, 

And oſtertation of deſpiſed armes? 

Comſt thou becauſe the annointed king is hence? 
W hy fooliſh boy the _ left behinde, 
And in my loiall boſome hes his power, 
Were I but now Lord of ſuch hot youth 
As when blaue Gaunt thy father and my ſclfes 

Reſcued the blacke prince that young Mars of men, 
* - From forth the ranckes of many thouſand french, 
O then how quick!y ſhould this arme of mine, 
| Now priſoner to the Palſie chaſtiſe thee, 
And miniſter correction tothy fault! ; 

Bull, My gratious Vuclele let me know my fault, 
On whar condition ſtands it and wherein? 

Yorke Euen in condition ofthe worſt degree, 
In groſſe rebe llie n and deteſted treaſon, 
Thou art a baniſht man and here art come, 
Be fore the expitation of thy time, 
In Erauing armes againſt thy ſouetaigne. 

Ball AsT was baniſht. was bani (ht Hereford, 

But as I come, I come for Lancaſter, 
And noble Vnck e Ibeſeech your grace, 
Looke on my wrongs with an indiffere i t eic: 
You are my father, for me thinkes in you 

Iec old Gauntalue. Oh then my father, 


V Vin 


Xing Richard theſwend 
Will you permit that I ſhall ſtand condemnd 
A wandering vagabond, my rights and royalties 


Pluckt from my armesperforce; and given awa 
To vpſtart vnthrifts? wherefore was Iborne? 4 


It that my couſin King be King in England, 

It muſt be granted I as of Lancaſter; 

You haue a ſonne, Aumerle, my noble couſin, 
Had you firſt died, and he bin thus trod downe, 
He ſhould haue found his vncle Gaunt a father, 
To rowze his wrongs and chaſe them to the baie. 
Iam denyed to ſue my Liuery here, 
And yet my letters pattents giue me leaue. 

My fathers goods are all d ſtrainde and ſold, 
And theſe, and all, are all amiſſe employed. 
What would you haue me do: I am fubiedh 
And I challenge law, Atturnies are denied me, 
And therefore perſonally I lay my claime 
Tomy inheritance of free deſcent, 
North. The noble Duke hath bin too much abuſed. 
Roſe It ſtands your Grace ypontodo him right. 
Wille. Baſe men by his endowments are made great. 
Yorke My Lords oſ England, let me tell you this: 


J haue had feeling of my coufins wron 
And labourd ul [could todo him 3 
But in this kind to come, in brauing armes 

Be his ene caruer, and cut out his way, 

To finde out right wyth wrong it may net be: 

And you that do abette him in this kinde, 

Cheriſh rebellion, and are te bells all. 

North. The noble Duke hath ſworne his comming is, 
But for his ownezand for the right of that, 
We al haue ſtrongly ſworne to giue him ayde: 

And let him neuer ſee ioy that breakes that oath, 

Yorke Wel wel. Iſee the iſſüe of theſe armes, 

I cannot mend it l muſt needes confeſſe, 
Becauſe my power is weake and all ill left: 


But if I could, by him that gaue me ble, 
| 


Tbe Tragedis of 
l would attach you all, and make you ſtoope 
Vnto the ſoueraigne mercie of the king; 
Zut ſince I cannot, be it kno wen vnto you, 
l do remaine as newtet, ſo fare you well, 
Vuleſle you pleaſe to enter in the caſtle. 
And there re peſe you fot this night. 

Bull. An offer vncle that we will accept, 

But we mult wine your Grace to go with vs, 
To Briſtow caſtle,which they ſay is held 
Buſhie, Bagot, and their complices, 
he caterpillers of the commonwealth, 
Which I haue ſworne to weede and plucke away. 
Torte It may be I will go withgou, but yet Ile pawſe, 
For lam loath to breake out countries lawes, 
Nor friends, nor foes to me welcome you are: 
Things paſt redreſſe, are now with me paſt care. Fxeunt, 


Enter erle of Salisbury and a Welch captaine, © 
Telch. My lord of Salisbury, we haue ſtayed ten dayes. 
And hardly kept our countrymen together, 
And yet we heate no tidings from the King, 
| Therefore we will diſperſe our (clues, farewell. 
3 1 Stay yet an other day, thou truſtie Welchman. 
The King repoſcth all his confidence in thee. | 
Welch. Tu thought the King is dead;we wil not lay, 
The bay trees in out country areal witherd, 
And Meteors fright the fixed ſtatres of heauen, 
The pale-facde moone lookes bloudie on the earth, 
 Andleane-lookt prophets whiſper fearefull change, 
Rich men looke (ad, and ruffians daunce and leape, 
The one in feare to loofe what they enioy, 
The other to enioy by rage and warre: 
Theſe ſignes forerunne the death or fail of Kings. 
Farewell, our countrymen arcgone and fled, 
As uell aſſu ed Richatd their King is dead. 1 
Saliſ. Ah Richard! with the eies of heauy mind —43 
Iſee thy glory like a ſnooting ſtatre 5 A h 
r 1 0 


King tichard the ſecond. 
Fall to the baſe earth from the firmamenr, 
Thy ſunne ſets weeping in the lowly weſt, 
\Wuncking {torwes to come, wo, and vnteſt, 
Thy winds are fled to wait vpon thy foes. 
And ccolly to thy good all fortune goes. 
Eꝛuter Duke of Hereford, Norte, Northumberland, 
Buſhie and Greene priſoners. 
Ball. Briug forth theſe men. 
Buſhie and Greene, l will not vex your ſoules, 
Since preſently your ſoules muſt part your bodies 
With too much vrging your pernitious hues, 
Far twere no charitie; yet to walh your bloud 
From off my hands, hee re i the vie of men 
] will vnfold ſome cauſes of your draths: 
You haue miſled a Prince, a royall King, 
A happy Gentleman in bloudand lineaments, 
By you vuhappied, and disfigured cleane, 
Voa haue in manner with your ſinfull houres 
Made a divorce betwixt his Queene and him 
Broke the poſſeſꝭ ion of aroyall bed, 
And ſtainde the beutic of a faire Queenes cheekes 
With teares,drawenfromher eies by your foryle wrongs, 
My ſelfe a Prince, by fortune of my birth, 
Nee re to the King in bloud, and neere in loue, 
Till you did make him miſinterpret me, 
Haue ſtoopt my necke vnder your iniuries, 
And ſigh't my Engliſh breath In forren cloudes, 
Eating the bitrer bread of baniſhmear, 
Whilſt you haue fed vpon my ſegmories, 
Di ſpark my parkes,and fel!d my fotreſt woods, 
From iny one windoiwes torne my houſhold coate, 
Rac t out my impreeſe, leauing me no ſigne, 
Sauc mens apiniom, and my liuing bloud, 
To ſhew the world I ama gentleman. 
Tlus and much more, much more then twice all this 
Condemas you to the death: ſee them deliueted ouet 
To execution and the hand ot death. 


BA, 


2 he Trageduof 
Bab. More welcome in the ſtrulee of death to mes 
Thau Bullingbroołce to Englarui, Lords farewell. 
SBreene My comfort is that heauen ill take our ſoules, 
And plague iniuſtice with the paincs ct hell, 
Baul. My Lord Northumberland, ſee them difparche: 
Vncle, you ſay the Queene is at your houle, 1 
For Gods ſake faitely let het be initeated. 
Tel her I ſend to her my kinde commendsʒ 
Tale ſpecial care my greetings be de liuered. 
Yorke Agentleman of mine I haue dipatcht, 
With letters of your loue to her at large. 
Bul. Thankes (gentle yncle:) Come Lords, away, 
To fight with Glendor and his complices, 
A while to wor ke, and after holiday. Excunt, | 


Enter the King. Aumer le, Carleil. Ec. 
King Barlcloughly caſtle call they this at hand? 
Am. Yea my Lord, How brookes your Grace the ayre 
Atter your late toſsing on the breaking ſeas⸗ e 
King Needes mult I like it well. I weepe for io. 
To ſtand vpon my kingdome once againe: 
Deere earth Ido ſalute thee with my hand, 74 
Though rebels wound thee with their horſes hoofes: 
Asalong parted mother with her childe 
Playes tondly with her teares and ſmiles in meeting; 
Se weeping, ſmiling greete I thee my earth, 
And do thee fanours with my toyall hands; 
Feede not thy Soueraignes foe, my gentle earth. 
Nor with thy ſweetes comfort his raue nous ſence, 
But let thy Spiders that ſucke vp thy venorte, 
And heauy-gated toades lic intheyr way, 
Doing annoyance tothe treacherous feete, 
Which with vſurping ſteps do trample thee, 
Yeelde ſtinging nettſes to mine enemies: 
And chen they fromthy boſome plucke a flower, 
Ouard it I pray thee wiel a lurking Adder, 
Whoſe double tongue may wyth a mortall touch, 


Throw 


' Tip Richarditheſecond. 
Throwe death von thy ſeuaxatznet. enemies, 
Mocke not my ſence lot conuration Lord.. 
This earth ſhall haue a feeling, and the ſe ſtones, 
Prouc armed ſouldier ere het natiue King, 
Shall faultet yndes foule rebellions armes. 

Carl, Feare not my Lord, that pp wer that made you kiug 
Hath power to keepe you ling in ſpigktofall, 
The meanes that heauen mult be imbeac't 
And not e Elſe heauen would, 
And we will not, heauem̃s offer,we re ſuſe, 
The profered meats of ſuceors and redreſle. : 
2 He meane my Los that we 2 too remiſle, 
Whilſt Bulliogbrobke through our ſecusty, 
Growes ſtrong and great in ſubſtance and in power. 
King Diſcomfortable Cooſen knowlt thou not, 
That when the ſearchiug eie of heauen is hid, 
Behinde the globe that lights the lower world, 


rhen thecues and robbers abroad vnſeene. 
In murthers and in outrage y bere 
But when from ynder this terreſtriall ball, 


He fires the proud tops ofthe eaſterne pines, 
And dartes his light 8 euery guilty hole, 
Then murthers,treaſons.and dete ſted finnes, 
The cloake of night being pluclet from off their backs, 
Stand bare and naked I at themſe lues? 

So when this thiefe,this traitor Bullingbrooke, 
Whoall this while hath reueldia the night, 

V Vhilit we were wandring with the Antipodes. 
Shall ſee vs riſing in out throne the eaſt, Nr 
His treaſons will fit bluſhing in his face, 0 
Not able to endure the fight of day, 
But ſelfe affrighted tremble at his ſinne, 

Not all the water in the rough rude ſea ,, 
Can waſh the balme off from an annointed King, 
The breath of worldly men cannot depoſe, ; 
The deputy elected by the Lord, 
For euery man that * hath preſi, 
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To lifre ſhre d ſteete 


God for his Ric: Rath. 
A glorious AngellpthehWA a den phi 
Weake men muſt ll r l Nall gardesthe right, | 


18 e N u Pb Sades, 
ne Welcoine 2 ar oft lies your po w- er? 
8% Nor n wt Heroffimy g garde Lo?! 
Than this weak eee e N | 
2 * 704 
One day too late I fear me 
Hath clouded att thy happy dies on * 00. 
O call becke/yeſterday; bid ve S ⁰,ʒỹ >) | i 85 
And thou ſhalt ka vue thouſand iy! 1 [VE 
Today to oy vnhappie dme rod late, ous 0, 
Ouerthrawes th eee eee 4 4 
For all the Welſh nhearing thou mr part 
A re- 1 
Aum. Comfort my lie forges 
King Bur now hol Feed let + * 
Did triumph in ee ate Hled: 2 LS 
And till mg dee rb sene afones ten. [ 
Haue I not reaton to looke pole andeenti> | : 
All ſoules that witbs: . chen tf 
For time hath feta blot n mie % 57's 217 
Aum. Comfort my le 22 ho Nen are. | 
King I had forget my ſelte, am I not King. li KARE 
beben coward Msie ſty tou flecpeſi-· . 
Is not the Kür. name cyenty thoubind names? - 
Arme arme, my name a phny ſubiecbſtrikes . ' 
At thy great glorie, looke not to the ground, 
Ye favour: tesofa Kinga we not hig uhr 
High be our thoughts, I know m vck!e Yorke, 11. 
Hach power ei. ough to ſerue ob turne: but who comes here 
Enter & 5 25 
gero. More health aodhappiner betide im lege, 


The n can my care tunde tongue de liuet him, 


King Mine care e ** hart prepard, 


p * 
The 


Ramone. 
The worſt s worldly loſſe thou canſt vnſdſd, 


Say, is my 7. wget ss v twas my care, 


And what loſſe is it robe rid of care? 

Striues Bullingbrooke to be as great as we, 

Greater he ſhall not be, if he ſerue Gd. 

Weete ſerue him to and be his fellow for? 

Reuolt out ſubiects, that we cannot mende, 

They breake theit faith to God as well as v 

Cric woe, deſtruction, ruine, and decay. 

The worſt is deatłù, and death wilt huue his day. 
S$ro. Glad am that your highaesn ſo armde, 

To beare tlie tidings of calamity, 

Like an ſtormie day, 

Which makes the filuer rivers drowne their ſhores, 

As if the world were all diſſolude to teares: 

So high aboue his limits ſwels tlie rage It 

Of Ballmgbrooke couetin feare full land, 

With hard bright ſteele,and ri harder then ſteele, 

. White beards haue armd their thin and haire les ſcalpet 

A gainſt thy maieſty: boies with womens voices, 

Strige to ſpeake big and clap their femal ivanityy- 

Iii ſtiffe vnweildy armesagainſt thy crowne, \ © 

Thy very beadſmen learne to bend their bowes, 

Of double fatall ewe againſt thy ſt ate... 

Vea diſt affe women mannage ruſtie biis 

Againſt thy ſeate. both young and old tebell, 

And all goes worſe then Thaue to tell. 

King Too well too well thou telſt a tale ſo ill, 

Where is the Earle of Wiltſhire? where ts Bagot? 

What is become of Bu(hie? where is Greene? © 

That they haue letthe dangerous enemy. 

Meaſure our confines with ſuch peacefull ſteps, 

It we preuaile, their heads ſhall pay for itz 

I warrant the y haue made peace wich Bulling. 
Scro, Peace haue they made with him my Lord. 
King Oh villaines, viper, damud without redemption, 

Dogscafily woon tofawne 9 man. 5 x 
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Snakes! in m . marmechis ti 156,0 
Three ludaſlescoeh one thrile worſe n 


Would they make peacettertible heli. 
Make war vpon their ſpotted foules for this. 444 en 1. 


Scro. Sweet loue I ſet c his propenty, © 
Turnes tothe ſou reſt and mo deadly hate. 1 


Againe, vncurſe their ſoules, their peace is made 
With heads and not wich hands;thoſe whom you ale ' 
Haue felt the worlt of deathes nn, 
And he full le grau d the hollow groun 
Aum. Is Bande the Eleof\Wildhice dent. 
Scro.T all of gen at Briſtow loſt their heads. 
Aum. Where is the Duke my fathes math his powert 
King No matter here of comfort no man nn. 
Its Ale of grauas, of wor mer, and Epiraphs, 
Make duſt our paper, and with rainy cies, 
Write ſorro on the ol che earth. 
Lets chooſe executors and talke of wils: 
And yet not for for what 1 


Saue our depoſed bodies to the 
Our dae huet anal! enen 


And nothing can wet ny deathe . - 
And that mall modle of the harren cattb, 
Which ſerues as paſte, anti tover to our bones, 
For Gods ſake let vs ſu v5 ponthe ground, 
And tell ſad dasteroftl t death of Ku... 
How ſome haveberne depokd, ſomie ſlaine in warte, 
zome haunted by the ghoſts they haue depoſed, 
dome poiſoned by their vues, ſome ſſeeping lei hi. 

All murthered, the boliow crowne 

That roundes the mortalltemples ofa king, 0 
Ceepes death his court, and there the antique "i 19 


icof ing his ſtate _— inning at his pompe, 
\llowing . * 


To monarchiſabe feard, and ail mr lookes, 
nfuſing lum with ſelf and yaineconceit, 

bs che fleſh which wals about ourliſe, 
Vere braſſe impregnable:and humord thus, 
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Comes at the laſt, and with a little pin 0 
Boarcs thore l Cafitle nn 

Couer your heades, and mocke not fleſhand hloud, 

With ſolemne reverence, throw a way reipeci. 
Tradition,forme,and ceremonious duerie, 
For you haue but miſtooke me al this while: 
I live with bread like you, feele want, 
Taſte griefe, neede friends, ſubiected thus, 
How can you ſay to me, lam a King? EE 
Carleil My lord, wiſemen nere fit and waile theyt woes, 
Bur preſently preuent the wayes to waite, © 

To feare the foe, ſince feate oppreſſeth ſtrengrls. 

Giues in your weakenes ſtrength vnto your foe, 

And ſo your follies fight againſt your felfe: - 

Feare and be ſlaine, no worſe can come to fight, 

And fight and die, is death deſtroying death, 

Where rn death ſeruile breath. 

Am. My father hath a power, inquire of him, 

And learne to make abody of a limme. 

King Thou chidſt me well. prowd 2 er come 
To change blowes with thee for aur day of doomt:::- 
. fit of feare jyouerblowne, A! 1 
An taske it is to winne our owne. 

Say Scroope, here lies our vncle with his power? 
Speake ſweetely man although thy loolees be ſower. 

Scroope Meniudge bythe e g the „lie, 
The ſtate and inclmation of the da; 5 
So may you by my dull and heauy cre! 34 
My tongue hath but a heavier tale to fayy ' ' \ 
I play the tortuter by mall and {mall 

o lengthen out the worft that muſt be ſpoken: 
Your vnele Yorkeis hoynd with Bul ke, ' 
And all your Northerne caſtles yeelded vp, 
And all your Southerne Gentlemen in ames 


Vpon his partie. | 


Ling Thou haſt faid enought - | 1 68% 
Belbrey thee couſinwhich ddltloare me foorth- +> | 5 , 
| 3 


What . 
eee eee. 1 
Go to Flint Caſtle, there Ile p 


bids t any more. 
ie CLOL 
A King woes ſJaveiſhall ah woe obey: 
That power I haue, _ e and let them goe 
To eare — aks land thathat me hope to grow, 
For Ihauc none, let no — —* againe, 
Toghker:thij,forcounſellis but yaine. | ' 214 
Au. My Liege, ne Ui > ve | 
King He does me double wr EST +10 
That wounds me with the | mate By 9 
Diſcharge my followers, let them hence away, A 
From Richard ni ro Bulhmgbrookes faire day. 
, Yorke, North. - * 
Bull. So that by this inte e we learne 1 
The — diſperſt, and Saluburie 
Is gone to meete the King. ho lately landed e 
Wich ſome few priate fr; yponthisecoalt, 1 | 
North. The ne wesis very faite and goed my lords 
Richard not farre from hence hach hud bis head. 
Luoorte It would beſeeme the Lord Northumberland 
To fay King-Richard Alacke th Heauy day, 


When ſuch aſacred King ſhould bide his _— 
North. Yau Aer es, onely is fe + 
ett! his title out. 


Yorke The time hath bi .woald you have beene (briefs 
110 would haue bin ſobrieſę to 3 you, - (with him, 
For taking ſo the — — heads eads length: 


| Bull, eee owſhould. | | 
* A "ae 13 ee 
eee 


*. you miſtake the hen 
Bull. 5 not my ſelfe. « Wit 

Againſtcheir will. But, who comes here? Enter Percie. 

Welcome Harry; what, will nat this caſtie yeelde? 
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Ass 


| King Rithird hg“ 


Within the limites of you lime and ſtons . 
And with himare the Lord — ty 
Sir Stephen Sci oope, beſides acleargie man 


Ofholy reuerence,who I cannot learne, 
North Oh belike it is the biſhop of Carle. | 
Ball. Noble Lords, 12's 

Goto = _ ribbes of „ ee Caſt le 

Through brazen tru teath ade 

Into — ruinde — debuer. fp 

H. Bull. on both his knees doth leiſſe Arma 

And ſends allegeance and true fanh of heart Fe: 

To his moſt roy all ſon: hither come 

Euen at his feete ——— and .. 

Prouided,that my baniſhmemrepeald 

And lands re ſtored againe be freely granted 

If not, Ile vſe the aduantage — 4 

And lay the ſummers duſt with orecetbloud; i: 


Rainde from ti wounds of ſſa I 2 
n 
May 


The which, how fare off fromt 
It is, ſuch crimſon rempeſtſhou{d _— 
The freſh greene lap of faire Ki 
My ſtoopingduety — Gad Ton * 

Go ſigniſie as much rn ee — A 2% 
2 the abc * „n . 3 = 2 „ 007 
ets march without the noyſe of threatning nme, 
That from this Caſtelstottered battlemente A 
Our faire appointments may be well ade. lit 
Me thinkes King Richard and my (elite rar rover i 
Wich no leſſe tertour thun the elements (63 RYH 

Ot fie and wares, hen. their thundring Abele 
At meeting teares the cloudie cheekes of heauen 
Be he che file, Le be the yeelding water 


The rage be his, oh onche earth [raigne. 


| 


My 


The Tra 
My water'son the earth. and not on him.. 


March on, and marke King Richard bow he alles 


The trumpets ſound, Richard appeereth on the Wale. 
Bull. See ſee King Richard doth himſelfe appear. 
From out the fietie portall of the Eaſt, 
When he perceiues the enuious cloudes are bent 
To dimme his glorie, and to ſtaige the ttacke 
Ofhis bright paſſage to the Occident. 

Yorke Let loolces he like aKing,beholde his eye 
As bright as is the Eagles, lighteus forth 1. 
Controlling maicſtic;alacke alacke for woe, 

1 har any harme ſhould ſtaine fo faire a ſhew. 

King We are amazde, aud thus long haue we ſtoode, 
To watch the feareful bending of thy knee, 
Becauſe we thought ous ſelſe thy lawful Kings 

And if wee be, howe dare thy jaynts forget 
Io pay their awefull duety to our preſence? 
If we be not, ſbew vs the hand of God 4 
T hat hath diſmiſt vs from our Stewardſhip, 
For well we know no hand of bloud and bone 
Can gripe the ſacred handle ofour Sceptar. 
Vuleſſe he do e e . 
And though you thinke that all as you haue done 
Haue torne their ſoules, by turning them from vn. 
And we are barren and bereft of friends: 

Yet know, my maiſter God omni | 

Is muſtering in his cloudes on our behalſe, 
Armies of peſtilence, and they ſhall ſtrike 
Your children yer vnberne,and vnbegot, 
That lift your vaſlaile hands againſt my head, 
And threat the glotie ofmy precious crowne. 
Tell Bullingbrooke, for yon me thinkes he ſtandes, 
That euery ſtride he makes vpon my land, 
Is dangerous treaſon : he is come to open 

The purple teſtament of bleeding warre: 


ria Sichapdthe ſecond. 

But ere the crowne he idolces for.lme in peace, | 
ren thouſand bloudy crownes of mothers ſonnet. 
Shall ill become the flower of Englands face, 
Change the complex ion of her maid- pale peace, 


To ſcatlet indignation and bedew 
Her paſtors graſſe with faithfull Engliſh blond. 

North. The King of heauen forbid: our Lo: the king 
Should ſo with ciuill and vncmill armes, | 
be ruſht y Jl warren 5 
Harry Bullingbroołe doth humbly kiſle thy hand, 
And by the honorable tombe he (weares | 
That ſtands vpon your roiall grandſires bones 
And by the roialtixs of both your blouds, | 
Currents that ſpring from one moſt gratious head, 
And by the buried hand of warlike t. 
And by the worth and honor of him ſelſe. 
Comprifing all that may be ſworne or ſaid. 
His comming hither hath no further ſcope, 
Then for his lineall rojakics and ro beg 
Infranchiſement immediate on his knees, 
Which on thy roiall-partie granted once, 
His glittering armes he will commend to ruſt, 
His barbed ſteeds to ſtables, and his hart 
To faithfull ſeruice of your Maieſty. 
T his ſweares he, as he isprinceſle juſt, 
And as I ama gentleman Icredithim. 
King Northumberland,ſay thus,the King returnes. 
His noble Coſen is right welcome hither, , | 
And all the number of his faire demaunds, 
Shall be accompliſht without contradiction, 
Wich all the gratious vtterance thou haſt, 
Spealke to his gentle * eee 

King We do debaſe our ſelues, Coſen do we not. 

Lo looke ſo poorely, and to ſpeake fo faire? 
Shall we call backe Northumberland and ſend 
Defiance to the traitor and ſo die? 


ill 


Ann, We Terr T 


IP; 


. Ne f | N | 
Tune cache and fiend thei helpfull rerds- 
King Oh Gad oh God Er. 


od that ere this tong of mine 

That laid the ſentente ol dread baniſiment 

On yon p man ſliould rake it off againe 

With werds of ſooth! Oh that I were as great 

As is my griefe, ot leſler than my name! 

Or that I could forget what I haue beene! 1 

Or not remember what I muſt be now! 

Swellſt thou (prowd e giue thee ſcope to beate, 

Since foes haue 3 beate both thee and me. 
Aum. Northumberland comes backe from Bullingbrooke 
King What muſt the King do now? mult he ſubnut? 

The Ring ſhall dot : muſt he be depoſde? 

The king ſhall be contented: mult he looſe 

The name of King?a Gods name let it go: 

lie giue my iewcls for a ſet of Be ades: 

My gorgeous pallace far a hetmitage: 

My gay a ee for an almeſmans gowne: 

My hgurde goblets for a diſh of wood 4 

My ſcepter for a Palmers walking ſlaffe: ! 

My ſubiects for a paire of carued Saintes, u Ga! 

And my e little graue, i 


A little little graue, an abſchte graue, 

Or lle be buried in the Kings hie way» 

Some way of common trade; where ſubiects feete 
May hourcly trample on their ſoue raignes head; 
For on my beart they trade now whillt I liue: 
And buried once, why not vhon my head: 
Aumerle thou weeplt(my tepder-hearted coofin) . 
Weele make fowle weather with deſpiſed tcares; 
Our ſighs and they ſhall lodge the ſummer corne, 

And RR is reyolting land: ? 
Or ſhall we play the wantong with our woes, f 
And make ſome prety match with ſheading teates, 

As thus to drop them ſtill vpon one place, 935 

Till they haue fretted vs a paire of graues 
Winhin the carthand therein laideythere lies 


* - 
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D r the ſecond. 

Two kinſmen digd their graues with weeping eiest 
Would not this T. do welle well well l ſee, , 
I ralke but idlehy, and you laugh at me. | 
Moſt mightie Prince my Lord Northumberland, 
What ſaies king Bullingbroke, will his maieſtie 
Giue Richard leaue to ſiue till Richard dye, 


Lou make a leg and Bullngbroke ſaies 1. 


North. My Lord, in the baſe couit he doth attend, 
To ſpeake with you, may it pleaſe you to come downe. 
King. Downe, downe I come, like gliſtring Phaeton: 
Wanting the manage of vnrulie Iades. 
In the baſe coutt . baſe court where Kinges growe baſe, 
To come at traitors calls and do them grace, 


In the baſe court come downe:downe court, downe King, 
For nightowles ſhrecke where mounting larkes ſhould fing. 


Bull. What ſaies his maic{be? 
North. $orromwe and greife of hart, 

Makes him ſpeake fondly like a frantike man, 
Let he is come, 


"Bl. Stand all apart, 


Then my vnpleaſed eie ſee your curteſie: 


To make the bale earth proud with kiſſing itt 


And ſhew faire dutie to his Maieſtie: (ke bneeler downe. | 
My gratious Lord, ,- ++ r | 
King. faire cooſen, youdebaſe your princely knee, 


* 


Me rather had my hart might feele your loue, 


Vp coolen vp, your hart is vp I knowe, ' 
Thus high at leaſt, although your knee be lowe. 


| Eoolcn I am to yong to be you 


Bull. My gratious Lords come but for mine owne, - 


= 4 our owne is yours, and I am yours and all. 
Bull. Sofarre be mine my moſt redoubted Lord, 


At my true ſeruice ſhalideſerue your loue, 
King. Well you deſerue:they well deſerue to haue, 

T har know the ſtrong ſt and ſureſt way to get. 

V ncle giue me your handes, Fay drie your eies, 

Teares ſhew their loue, but want their remedies. 

r Father, 


G2 — & Though 


The — 
Though you are old e tobe myheire, 1 1 
What) you will haue, Ile giue, and willing to, 1 
For doe we muſt, hat force will have vs =” * 
Set on towards London, Coſen is it ſoꝰ 

Bul. Yea my good Lord: 

* Then 1 malt not lay no. 


Enter the der adi 
Ques. What ſport 0 we deuiie bete this gardens 
Todriue away the heauy thought of care? 
Lady Madame weele play at bowles. 
Quee. T wil make methinkethe world is full ora 
And that my fortune runs againſt the bias. 
Lady Madame weele daunce. 
4 My legs can lee pt no meaſure indelight, 
When my poore hart no meaſure keepes ingriefes 
Ther fore nodauncing girle, ſome other ſport, 
Lud Madame 50 1 tell tales. 


end Ot ſorrow or of grie fe. (» . 
Lady Of either Madame. N 


Quee. Of neither girles 
For if of ioy, be ing altogither wanting, 
It doth remember me the more of ſorrow: 1 
Or if of griefe, being altogither had, 
It adds more ſorrow to my want ofioy: EFT 
For what I haueT need not torepeate, . 
And what I want it bootes not to complaine. | 
Lady Madame Ile ſing. | 
Quee, Tis well that thou haſt cauſe, — 
But thou ſnouldſt pleaſe me better, wouleſt thou weepe. 
Ia Icould weepe; Madame would it doe you good? 
Quee, And I could fing would N doe me 900, 
And neuer borrow any teate of thee, | 
—. Gardeners. 
But ſtay, here comethegardefitrs, 
Lets ſtep into the ſhadow of theſe trees, 
My wretchcdnes vnto a row wofpines, 


's 


ds King Richard the ſecond. 
They willtalke of ſtate for euery one doth ſo, 


Againſt a change woe is fore-runne with woe. 

Gard. Go bind thou vp yong dangling Aphricokes, 
Which like vnruly children make theirfire, | 
Stoope with oppreſsion of their prodigall weight. 
Giue ſome ſupportance to the bending twigs, 

Go thou, and like an executioner 

Cut off the heads of two faſt growing ſpraies, 

That looke too loftie in our common-wealth, 

All muſt be even in our gouernement. 

You thus employed, l wiil goe roote away 

The noyſome weedes which without profirſucke 

The ſoiles fertilitie from wholſume flowers, 
Mas. Why ſhould we in the compas of apales 

Keepe law and forme, and due proportion 

She wing as in a modle our tirme eſtate, 

When out ſea-walled garden the whole land 

Is ful! of u eedes. her faireſt flowers choalet vp. 

Her fruit trees all vnprunde, her hedges tuinde, 

Her knots diſordered and her holſome hearbs 


Swarming with caterpillers. 


Gerd. Holdthy peace, | 
He that htah ſuffered this diſordered ſpring, 


Hath now himſelfe met with the fall of leafe: 

The weedes which his broad ſpreading leaues did ſhelter, 
Thar ſeemde in eating him to hold him vp. 
Are pluckt vp roote and all by Bullingbrooke, 

Imeane the Earle of Wiltſhire, Buſtue, Greene, 


Man. What are they dead? 


Gard. They are. 
e hath ceaſde the waſteful! king, 


And Bullingbrodl 

Oh hat pitic is itt he had not fo rrimde, 

And dreſt his land We this garden at time of yeare 
Do wound the barkeith& Anne of our fruit trees, 
Left beine cuer proud ad bloud, 


With too much riches it ce | it (clfe 
Had he done to to greatand gro 


ng, men, 
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They might laue liude ta bes Lend he to tale 
Their fruits of duety 1 perf zous branches 
We loppe aways that bearing boughes may liue: 


Had he done ſo. himſelſe had borne the crownes 
Which waſte ef idle houres hath quite throwne downe, 
Men. What, thinke you the Kung ſhall be depoſed? 

| | Gard, Depreſt he isalready, and depoſde 
Tis doubt he will be. Letters came laſt night 
Toa deare friend of the good Nuke of Yorkes, 
Thar tell blacke ridings. ; 


veene Oh Lam preſt to death through want of ſpeaki 
Th old Adams 12 e ſet ty dreſſe enden 5 
How dares thy hatſh rude tong ſound this vnpleaſing news 
What Eve?what ſerpent hath ſuggeſted thee Th 
To make a ſecond fall of curſed man? 
Why doſt thou ſay king Richard is depoſde? 
Darſt thou thou little better thing than earth 
where, when, and how, 
dg5 ſpeake thou wretche 
Jaw, lixcleioy havel = 
Tobreathe thisnewes, yet what I fay is true: 
King Richard he is in the mightie hold 
Of Bullingbrooke: their fortunes both are weyde 
In your Lo. ſcale is nothing but himſelfe, 
And ſome few vanities that make him lighr: 

But in the ballance of great Bullingbrooke, 
Beſides himſelfe are all the Engliſh peeres, 
And with that oddes he weighs King Richard downe ; | 
.Poſt you to London and you will find it fo, 

[ ſpeake no more than euery one doth know. | 

| Queene Nimble Miſchance that arte fo light of foote, 
Doth not thy embaſſage belong to me. 
And am ] laſt that knowes it? Oh thou thinkeſt 
Co ſetue me laſt that I may longeſt kæepe 
Thy ſorrow in my breaſt: 3 80 
To meete at London Londoni fing in Wo. 

Vhat, was ] bor ne to this that my looke _— } 
r 1 Should 


Fee fend. 

Should grace che triumph of great Bullingbrooke: 
Gardner for telling me theſe hewes of wo, © 
Pray God the plants thou graftſt may neuer grow. Exis 

Gerd. Poore Queene, ſo that thy ſtate nüght be no worſe, 
I would my Skill were ſubiect torthy curſe: | 
Here did ſhe fall a teate, here in this place 
He ſet a banke of Re w ſowre hearb of grace, 
Rew euen for ruth heere ſhortly hall be ſcene, 


In the remembrance of a weeping Queene. Frxenne, 
Enter Bulling brooke With the Lord: to parliament. 


Bul. Call forth Bago. Enter Bagot. 
Now Bagor, freely ſpeake thy mind, 
What thou doeſt know of noble Glouceſters death, 
Who wroughtit with the King,and who performde 
The bloudy office of his timeles end. 
Bagot Then ſet before my face the Lord Aumerle. 
Bull. Coufin, ſtand foorth, and looke vpon that man; 
Baget My Lord Aumerle, I know your daring tons 
Scornes to vnſay what once it hath delivered, '/ 
In that dead time when Gloceſters death was plotted 
IL heard you ſay, Is not my arme of length, / 
That reacheth from the reſtful Engliſh court, 
As farre as Callice to mine vncles bead? 18 
Amongſt much other talke that very tine 
I heard you ſay« that you had rather reſuſe 
The offer of an hundted thouſand crownes, - 
Then Bullingbrookes rerurne to 
How bleſt this land would be in this your coſim 80 
Aum. Princes and noble Lords, 073 5 
What anſwer ſhall I makeeo this baſe man 
Shall I fo much diſhonour my faire ſtarres 
On equall termes to giue them chaſticementꝰ 
Either I muſt, or haue mine honour foild - 
With the attaindet of hisflaunderous li 12 
T hexs is my gage, the manual ſcale of death. 


LY 


ge 


That markes thee out for hell, I ſay thou lieſt, 
And wil maintaine what thou haſt ſaid is falſe 
In thy heart bloud. though being all too baſe 
IJ so ſtaiae che temper of my knightly ſword. 
Bull. Bagot, forbeare, thou ſhale not take it vp. 
An. Excepting one, I would he were the beſt 
In all this preſence that hath moude me ſo. 
Fit. Ifchat thy valure ſtand on ſimpathie, 

There is my gage Aumerle, in gage to thine; * 
By that faire Sunne which ſhews me where thou ſtandſt, 
T heatd thee ſay and vauntingly thou (pakit it, 
T hat thou wert cauſe of noble Glouceſters death, 
If thou denieſt it twenty times, thou lieſt, 
And J will turne thy falſhoode to thy heart, 
Where it was ages with my rapiers point. 

Aum. Thou darſt not ( coward) live to ſee that day. 

Fitz. Now by my ſoule, I would it were this houre. 

Aum. Fita waters, thou ait datnnd to hell for this. 
IT. Per. Aumerle, thou lieſt, his honour is as true 
In this appeale as thou art all vniuſt, 
And that thou att fo, there I throwe my gage, 
To prooue it onthee to the extteameſt point 
Of mortall breathing, ceaze it if thou darſt. 
A un, Ana if I do not, may my hands rot off, 
And neuer brandiſh more teuengefull ſtecle 
Ouer the glittering helmet of my foe. 
Another LI raske the earth to the like (forſworne Aum 
And ſpurre thee on with full as many lies 
As it may be hollowed in thy treacherous eare 


4 


etle) 


From ſinne to ſinne: there is my honors pawne 


Ingage it to the triall if thou dareſt. 
Aum. Who ſets me elſe? by heauen Ile throwe at all, 
haue a thouſand ſpirites in one breaſt, 
To anſwer twenty thouſand ſuch as you. 
Sur. My lord Fitzwater, I do temember well 
The very time (Aumerle) and you didcalke. 
Fit. Ti very true you were in preſence then, 


And 


4 


Tig Richard the ſecond. 
And you can witnes with me this is true. 

Far As falſe, by heauen, as he auen it ſelſe is true. 

Fux. Surrie thou lieſt. : (word, 

Fur. Diſhonorable boy, that lie ſhall lie ſo heauie onmy 
That it ſhall render vengeance and reuenge, 

Till chou the lie-giuer, and that lie do lie- 

In earth as quiet as thy fathers ſcull. 44 

In proofe whereof there is my honours pawne, 

Ingage it to the triall if thou darſt. | | 

Fix. How fondly doeſt thou ſpurre a forward horſe! 

If I dare cate, or drmke,or breathe, or live, 

I dire meet Surry in a wildernes, 

And ſpit vpon him whilſt I ſay. he lies, 

And hes, and lies: there is bond of faith, 

Io tie thee to my ſtrong correction: 
= I intende to thriue in this new world, 

umerle is guiltie of my true appeale. 

Befides I bod the baniſhed Nerfflke lay, 

That thou Aumerle didſt ſend two of thy men, 

To execute the noble Duke at Callice, 

Aux. Some honeſt Chriſtian truſt me with a gage, 

That Norffolke lies, heere do I throwe downe this, 
If he may be repeald to trie his honour. 

Bull. T heſe differences ſhall all reſt vnder gage. 
Till Norffolke be repeald, repeald he ſhallbe, 
And though mine enimie, re againe 
To all his landes and ſigniories: when he is returnd. 
Againſt Aumerle we will inforce his triall. 

Carl. That honourable day ſhall neuer be ſeene. 
Manie a time hath baniſht Norffolke fought, 
Fot Ieſu Chriſt in glorious Chriſtian feild, 
Streaming the enſigne efthe Chriſtian Croſſe, 
Againſt blacke Pagans, Turlces, and Saracens, 
And toild with workes of warre, retird him ſelſe 
To Italie, and there at Venice gave 
His bodie to that pleaſant Countries earth, 
And his pure ſoule ynto his Capraine Chriſt, 
Vader whole cqulours he had fought ſo long. 
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' Adopts the heire, and his high ſcepter 


Although appnratit guiſt he ſe ene in 
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Carl. AstarclyabFlk A 75 
all. Sweetp 2 * ule to the boloahe, 
Of good olde Al Lords Appellants. af 
Your lifferencesſhallalire —.— 20 
Till we aGGigne you to your — 
Yorke Great beet 1. antaſt — : 17121 
From plume-pluckt Rich: 4, whe with willing Caen :r: en 
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| hand: | 


To ſtion of thy 
eee one, deic a 
And long live Henry fourth: 
Bull, In Gods nat | 
car. Mary God fœibid. 
Wotſt in this toyall preſe 
Jet beſt beſeeming me to 
Would God that any in thiʒ 
Were enough noble ti be 7 
Of noble Rig 2 A A 1 
Learne him forbearancefidmia fou a wrongs 
Whax-tubie&can giue ſentence on his King 
And whoditzhete thats nbt!Richardsfubie&?.  -/ ». {1 
T hecues are not iudgu bur they are; 3 ui 
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And ſhall the hgare of Gods Maiefty, 
His Captaine, ſte ward, de 


Annointeierone d. plante d, many _ bie 
He iudgd by ſubiett and inte our breath 


And he himſelſt not preſem? Oh forſend 600d. 
That in a Chriſtaan climate ſoules re finde, 


Should ſhew ſo heinous blacke obſce ene a detd « 5 4 


Stird vp by Gaathus-bolglyforhisKaogs 

My Lord retort here Mcp dk h- 
Is a foule traitour to proud Herefords K ds K ing. 
And if you crownghim let me propheſie, - 


The bloud of Epgliſh ſhall manyure theground, - 


I ſpeake 7 Grado og, once, 12% 


east 


Xing ef 
Peace mal go ſleepe withturkes and infide le, 
And im chis ſeate — tumultuous warres, 
Shall kin with kin, and kinde with kind confound: | 
Diſorder, horror, feare , and mutiny»  - 
Shall heere inhabit, and this land be cald, 
The field of Golgotha and dead mens ſculs, 
Oh if yon raiſe thishouſe againſt this houſe, 
It will the wolulleſt — proue, 
That euer fell is curſed earth: 
Preuent it, it jet ĩt not be ſo, 
Leſt child, childs children. crie againſt you wo. 
North. Well haue you arguedfar, and for your Paines, 
Ot Capitall treaſon, —— you heere: 
My Lord of Weſtminſter, be it your charge, 
To keepe him ſafely till his day of triall. 

Bull. Let it be ſo, and loe on A 
We ſolemnly proclaime our Coronation, A 
Lords beready all. Exeunt, 

CManent Weſt. calail, Amerik. 

AM bbet. A wotull Pageant have we heere beheld, 

car. The woe's rocomerthe children yet vnborne: 
Shall feele this day as ſharpto them as thorne. 

Aum. You hol j Clergy men, is there no plot, 
To ridde the war A. his pernitious blot? 
' Abbot. My Lo. before Ifreely. ſpeake my mind herein, 
You ſhall not onely rake the Sacrament, 
To burie mine intents, but allo toeffect, 
What euer I ſhall to deuiſe: 
I ſee your browes are full of diſcontent, 
Your harts of ſorrow, and your cies of was 


Come home with me to > om 


Shall — vsall a a mou 

Quer. The the King will come, this »the! way, 
To lulivs Czfars ill erected Tower, 
To wohſe flint boſome. my condemned Lord, 


Isdoomde a priſoner by proud Yea 6 


Heere 


Heere let vs reſt, if et e Non "1 
Have any leſting for her true Kings Queene. u 
But ſoft, but ſce, or ratlier doe not ſee, 

My ſaire Roſe wither, yet looke "P, behold, - 

That you in pntie may diſſolue tu deus 

And waſh him freſh againe with true leve reates.., Es 
Ah thou the modle whexe olde Troy did ſtand}, 
Thou mappe of honour; theu King Richards tombe, 
And not King Richard: thou moſt beauteom Inne. 
Why ſhould hard fauourd greiſe be lodged in chec. 4 207-1 
When triumph is become an alchoule'gueſt? | lt 
Rich. ioyne not with greife faire woman, doe uot 4 
To make my end too ſudden, carne good ſoule. 

To thinke our former ſtare a happie dreatne, 

From whichawake the trueth of what we are 

Shewes vs but this: I am ſfwar ne brother (Gert) - 

|  Togrimneceſſitic,and he and I | 
” will wiv a league till death. Hie thee to Frauncey | 
Aud cleiſter thee in ſome religious houſes _. 
Our hoy lives muſt win a new worlds crowney 
|  V Vhickourprophane hourrs heere haut — down. 
Qt what is my Richard both in ſhape and minde 

© Transf@rthdand weakned? hath Bullingbrocke, 
Depolde thine inte) k&tharh he been in thy hart? 

The Lyon dy: thruſtetli ſoorth his pawe, 4 
And 9 earth if n with rage, 
Tobcore-powr'd, ant wilt thou pupi 
Take the correction, wildly kille the rod. 
And fawne on Rage withb (c humiluie. 
V Vhich art a Lon and cheki of beaſts. 


King. a King of beaſts 11deed, af hr but beafts, 
] had beeu ſtullahappie King of 3 
Good (ſometimes Queens gre thee hence for French! 


Thinke I am dead, and chat euen here thou takeſt 
As from my death bed ry laſt li leave; 

In winters tedious rights ſuby the 7 
with good old follenand let them dell be tl. a 


_ 
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— 
And ere thou bid nighe to quite their priefes, - 
— — 
And ſend the hearers weeping to halo beds, 
For why, the ſenſleſſe brands will Gmpathize 
The heauy accent of thy moouing tongs, | 
And in compaſiion weepe tho ſire out, 
And ſome wil mourne in aſhes, ſome cole blacke, | 
For the depoſing ofa rightfull King. Enter Northue. 
North, My Lord,the minde of Bullingbrooke is changde, 
You muſt to Pomfeet, not vnto the Tower. 
And Madam chere is order tane for yuu, 
With al ſwift ſpeede you muſt away to France: 
King Northumberland. chou ladde t M here withall 
The mounting Bullingbroołe aſcends my throne, 
The time ſhall not be many houresofage 
More than it n. ere foule ſinue gathering head 
Shall breake into cortuptlon, tſiou ſhalt thin: 
Though he diuide the reale and gue thee bak. 
It is too little helping him to all. 
He ſhall thinke that thou which knoweſt the way 
To plant 9 kings, wilt lenowagaine, bc: 
Being nere fo little vrgde another way, 1 
Io plucke him Hñeadlong from the viurped ai 2 
The loue of wicked men connerrs tofeacre, eee | 
T hat feare to hate; and hate turnes one or both 
To worthy daunger and deſerued det. 
North. lt be on my head, and rhere an nh 
part forthwith.” 
King Doubly diuorſt (bad es. you violate 
A twor fold marriage twixt my crowneand me» 
And then betwixt me and my married wite, 
Let me vnlciſſe the pun any thee and met 
And yet not fo, for with akifle twas made. 


Part vs Northumberland. I towardes the north, 
Where ſhivering cold and ſickeneſſe pinesthe clime: 


My wife to Fraunce, from whence — pomp 
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Y 
Take leaue and part, for you mult 


i Thus giue I mine, and thus tak 
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Sent backe like Hollown wiv me- duc 
Queene And muſt webe wided? muſt we part? 
King Thandfi yJoue) and heart from heart. 


Qucene Baniſni vs both. at dend the King with me. 


King That were ſame lc but litdegiolbce. 


rene Then whither he goes, thither let me go. 

King So two togither weeping make one woe, 
Wespe thou for me in Fraunce, I for thee heere, 
Better far off than neere be nere the neare, 


Go count thy way with ſigl elne with groanes. 
Queene So longeſt way ſhall haue the longeſt mvanes. | 


King T wile for one tex lle grone the way being there 
And . the way out with a heauy heart. 


Come come in wooing ſorrow lets be briefe, 

Since wedding it, there is ſuch length in griefe:: 

One kiſſe ſhall ſtop out —— dumbly part. ['* 
thy heart. 


Queene Giue me mine owne againe,twere no good 
To take on me to keepe, and kill thy heart: a part] 


So now | haue mine one againe, be ę gone, 
That I may ſtriue to kill it With a groane. 


King We make woe wanton with this fond delay, 


Once more adue, the reſt let ſorrow ſay. Exeunt, 
Enter Dukg of Yorke and the Durcheſſe 
Do. My Lord. you told me you would tell the reſt 
5 When weeping madeſy ou breake the ſtorie of 
Otour tus couſim comming into n. {MM 


Yorke Where did I leaue? 
Du. At that ſad ſtop Lord, 


Where rude miſgouerne hands from '# N 5 


Threu duſt and rubbiſh on leing Richards head. 


York: Then (as I ſaid) che Duke great . 
Mounted vpon a hote and fie rie ſteede, 
Which his lag rider ſeemd to Know. 


With ſlo we but ſtately paſe kepton his courſe, 


Whilſt all ctongues.cricd, God ſaue the eee 10 
You would haue thouglethe very ,a pale: 
— greedy lookes of a5 cn old Through 


Ti eb 1 
Through taſrmonts darted thei 
Vpon! his viſate and that all = RE 


Wich eee Ae had ſaid at once, 
leſu preſerue the welcome Bullingbrooke, 
Whill! he from the one ſide to the other turrung - » - 


Bare · he aded, lower thanhispeowd Heodetabone 
Beſpale tlie ay thut I thanke e ne 
And thus ſtill — paſſt along. 
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Du. Alac poore ichard, wheregadc hethe blu 
Yorke As in a Theater the eies of men, | 4 
After a well-· graced Actor leaues the tage, 26144 Hick ] 

Are ydly bent on him that enters ae cb wid 
Thinking his prattle to be tedaous z ũ 15 


Euen ſo, or with much mote conte mpt mens eie: 
Did ſcowle'on gentle Ric. no man eried, God ſaue him, 
No ioyfull tongue gaue him his welcome e | 2 211 
But duſt was throwen vpon bis ſactechlicads a Ki 
Which with ſachgentla fotrow ho hoe off T 
His face ſtill combating wich craret and miles, 
The badges ot his grieſo and patience, 
T hat had not God for ſome — purpoſe liceld | 
The hearts of men, they muſt pertorce hauemelteds 
AndBatbiti@ncinGliobane pittied bien Oy, 
But heauen hath a hdud in theſe euents. 6 
To wholehighwillwebound our calme contents. 
To Pulhngbrooke ate we ſworne ſubiects now. 
Whole {tate and honour 1 for ay allow. 
2 Here comes in ſonne merle. 
Yorke Aumerle that was, 
But that is loſt, for being Richards ends 
And Madam; you mult callhity-Rucland now: 
I am in parleament pledge for his truth 
And laſting fealtie to the new made king. 
Da. Welcome my ſonne, whe are the violetsnow 
That ſt w the greene lap of the new come bring. 
Au. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care not, 
God knowes-Lhad as leife be none as one. 


41 


Yorke 


The Tiga o 


| Yorke Well, beare you wel inthishew @riagof time, 
Leeſt you be cropt before you come to ptime. 
What newes from Oxford, do theſe iults & rinep hs holds 
An. For aught I know(wy Lord) they do. 
2 ou will be there I know. | 
God preuent not. I purpoſe ſo. 
= Yorks Whar — is that that hang * thy bolome? 
| Yea, lookſt thou pale: let me {ce the 1 
Au. My Lord. tis nothing. 
Lore No matterthen who ce it, 
| Twill be fatisfied, let me ſee the writing, 
An. Ido beſcech your gtacs to pardon me; 
It i a matter of ſmall conſequence, | + 
Which for ſome reaſons I woulqnot haue ſcene, 
Yorke Which for ſome reaſonf ſir I meane to ſee. 
 Ifearel[feare, 1 
Du What ſhould you feare? * 
Tis nothing but ſome band that he is entred into 
For gay apparell gainſt the triumph day. 
| Yorke Bound to himſelfe; what do hd with a bond 
That he is bound to. Wife, thou art a toole: 
Boy. let me ſee the writing. 
. Ido beſeech youpardon me. Imay nor how i it. 
Yorke I will be Carified, let me ſee it I ſay: 
He pluckes it out of his baſome and reades it 
E Treaſon, foule treaſon, Yillnearatorſlwes 
Da. What is the matter my lo 
Yorke Ho, who is within | erg? ſaddle wy horſe, 
God lor his mercy ! what treachery ishere? | 
Du. Why what is it my Lord? 
Yorke Giue me my bookiel lay, ſaddle my horſe, 
Now by mine honour, by my life, by my wot 
I will appeach the villaine. | 
Da. What is the matter: 
Lorle Peace fooliſh woman. 
De. I wil not peace, what is the matter ee 


A.. Good mother be "n—_ it is no more 


Then 


3 


King Richard the ſecond. 


Then my poore life muſt anſwere, 
Du. Thy life anſwere? — 
gor. Bring me my bootes, I will vntothe King. 
His man enters with his bootet. 
Du. Strike him Aumerle, poore boy thou art amaz d, 
Hence vilaine neuer more come in my fight. 
Yor. Giue me my bootes I ſay. 
Du. Why Yorke what wilt thou doe? 
Wilt thou not hide the treſpaſſe of thine owne? 
Haue we more ſons? or are we like to haue? 
Is not my teeming date drunke vp with time? 
And wilt thou plucke my faire ſonne from mine age? 
And rob me of a happie mothers name, 
I: he not like the? is he not thine owne? 
Tor. Thou fond mad woman, 
Wilt thou conceale this darke conſpiracie? 
A doozen of them here haue tane the ſacrament. 
And interchaungeably ſer downe there hands, 
To kill the king at Oxford, 
Du. He ſhal be none, weele keepe him heere, 
Then what is that to him? 
Tor. Away fond woman, were he twentie times my ſonne. 
Iwould appeach him. 
Du. Hadſt thou groand for him as I haue done, 
Thou wouldſt bee more pittifull. 
But nowe I knowe rhy minde, thou doeſt ſuſpeR 
That L haue been diſſoiall to thy bed, 
And that he is a baſtard, not thy ſonne: 
Sweete Yorke, ſweete husband, be not of that mind, 
He is as like thee as a man may be, 
Not like to me, or any of my kinne, 
And yet Iloue him. 
Yor. Make way varulie woman. Ext. 
Da. After Aumerle: mount thee vpon his horſe, 
Spur, poſt, and get before him to the King, 
And beg thy pardon ere he do accuſe thee, 
Ile not be long behind, though be old, 


 "TheTrapediesf © 
I doubt not but to ride as faſt as Yorke, 1 2 
An neuer will I riſe vp from the ground, 


Ll 


Till Bullingbroke haue pardoned thee: away. be gone. 
Enter ile 1418 his nobles. K. | K 

King H. Can no man tell me of my vnthriſtie fonns? 
Tis full three moneths ſince I did ſee him laſt , 
If any plague hong ouer vs tis he: Ry 
| Iwou:1to God my Lordes he might be found: 

Inquire at London, mongſt the Taucrnes there, 

For the re (they ſay) he day lie doth frequent, 
With vnre ſtrained looſe companibns- 
Even ſuch (they ſay) as fland in natro lanes, 
And beate our watch. and rob our paſſenge rs, 
Which he yong wanton and effeminate boy, 
Takes on the point of honour to ſupport ſo diſſolute a crew: 

H. Percie Ny Lord, ſome two gay es ſince I ſaw the prince 


z 


Andtou'd lim of thoſe triumphes helde at Oxford, 
King. And what ſaid the gajlapt? 

Per. His anſwer was, he would voto the ſtews, 

And from the commonſt creature plucke a gloues 

And weare it as a favour, and with that, 

He would vnhorſe the luſtie ſt Chall enger. 


— 


King H. As diſſolute as de ſpefat, yet through both, 
I ſee ſome ſparkes of better hope, which elder yeares, 
May happily bring foorth. Burwho comes heere? 
Enter A wmer le ainaxed, | | | 

Am. Where is the King? 95 (ſo wildly. 

king H. What meanes cur cqſen. tat he ſtares and loo kes 
Aum. God ſaue your grace, Idoe beſeech your Nlaieſtie, 
To haue ſome conterence wit your grace alone. 


King. Withdrawe your ſeluts, and leave vs here alone. 


W hat is the matter with our caſen nowe? | 
A wm, For ener miy my leaets groe rhe earth, 
My tongue, cleaue to my rooſſe withirr my mowrh, * 
Vnleſſe a pardon ere I riſe or ſpeake.” | % e 
King Intended, or commited, was this fault: 2 


Non the firſt, ho heynous ery it be 
[7H To 
5 
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Ting Richard the ſecond. 


To win thy after loue, I pardon thee. 

Aum. Then giue me leaue that May turue the key, 
That no man enter till my tale be done. 

King. Have thy deſire. 

The Duke of Yorke knokes at the doore and crieth, 

Yor. My leige beware, looke to thy ſelfe, 
Thou halt a Traitor in thy preſence there. 
King. Vilain lle make thee ſafe, | (feare 
An. Stay thy reuenge full hand, thou haſt no cauſe to 
York, Open the dore, ſecure foole, hardie King, 
Shall I for loue ſpeake treaſon to thy face, 
Open the dore, or I will breake it open. 
ing What is the matter vncle, ſpeake, recouer breath, 
Tell es, how neare is daunger, 
That wee may arme vs to encounter it? 

Yor. Peruſe chis writtng heere, and thou ſhalt knozy, 
the treaſon that my haſte forbids me ſhew. 

Aum. remember as thou readſt, thy promiſe paſt, 
I dorepent me, reade not my name there, 
My hart is not confederate with my hand. 

Tor. It was(vilaine)erethy hand did ſet it downe. 
I tore it from the traitors boſome (King,) 
Feare, and not loue, begets his penitence: 
Forget to pittie him, jelt thy pittie proue. 
A Serpent that will ſting thee to the hart. 

King. O heynous, ſtrong, and bould conſpiracy; 
O loyall Father, ofa treacherous Sonne, 
Thou ſheere immaculate and filuer Fountaine, 
From whence this ſtteame, through muddy paſſages, 
Harh held his current, and defild himſelte. 
Thy ouerflow of good, conuerts to bad: 
And thy aboundant goodnes, ſhall excuſc, 
This deadly blot in hy digreſling ſonne. 

Tor. So {hall my vertue, be his vices baude, 
An he ſhall ſpend mine henour, with his ſhame, 
As thriftles ſonnes, their ſcraping Fathers gold: 
Mine hogour liues when his I dies. 
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Or my ſhamde life in his diſhonouy lie, 
Thou kilſt me in his life giuing him breath, 


The traitor liues, the true mans put to death. 
Du. What ho. my Liege, for Gods ſake let me in. 
King H. What (hril voice ſuppliant makes this eger crie? 
Du. A woman, and thy aunt(great king) tis l. 
Speake with me, pitie me, open the doote, 
A beggar begs that neuer begd before, 
EkElinę Our ſcene is altred from a ſerious thing, 
And now changde to the Beggar and the King: 
My dangerous couſin let your mother in. 
T know ſhe is come to pray for your foule ſinne, 
Yorke It thou do pardon whoſocuer pray, 
More ſinnes for this forgiuenes proſper may: 
This feſtred ioynt cut off; the reſt reſt ſound, 
This let alone wil all the reſt confound. 
Da. Oh king, beleeue vor this hard-heatted man, 
Loue louing not it ſelfe, none othet can. 
Yorke I hou frantike woman, what doſt thou make here: 
Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor reare? | 
Du. Sweete Yorke be paticnt,heare me gentle Liege. 
King H Riſe vp good aunt. | 
Du. Not yet I thee beſeech, 
For euer wil I walke vpon my knees, 
And neuer ſee day that the happy ſees, 
Till thougiue ioy,vntil thou bid me ioy. 
By pardoning Rutland my tranſgreſzing boy. 
Aum. Vnto my mothers prayers I bend my knee, 
yorke Againſt them both my true ioynts bended be, 
In maiſt thou thrive if thou graunt any grace. 
Du. Pleades he in earneſt:? logke vpon his face. 
His eies do drop no teares his prayers are inieſt, 
His words come from his moath, ours from our bteaſt, 
He prayes but faintly, and would be denied, i 
We pray with heart and ſoule, and all be ſide, 
His weary ioynts would gladly riſe I know, 

Our knees ſtill kneele till to the ground they grow, 


1 
His | 
: * = 
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K ing Richard the ſecand. 
His prayers are full offalſe hy pocriſie, 
Ours of true @eale and deepe integritie, 2 
Our prayers do outpray his chen let them haue 
That mercy which true prayer ought to haue. 
ma aunt {tah vp. | | 
| Do. Nay, do not ſay, ſtand vp; | 
| Say Pardon firſtandafterwatds>[land vp, 
And if | were thy nucke thy tong to teach; / 
Pardon ſhould be the firſt word of thy ſpeack: 
I neuer longed to heare a word till now, 
Say pardon King, let pitie teach thee how, 
The word is ſhort, but not ſo (hort as ſweete, 
No word like pardon for Kings mouthes ſo meete. 
yorke Speake it in French» King ſay, Pardonne moy. 
Du. Doſt thou teach pardon pardon to deſtroy? 
Ah my ſower husband, my hard-hcarted Lord! 
That ſets the word it ſelfe againſt the word: 
Speake pardon as tis currant in our land, 
he chopping French we do not vnderſtand, 
T hine eie begins to ſpeake, ſet thy tongue there: 
Or in thy plteous heart plant thou thine eare, 
That hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce, 
Pitie may mooue thee pardon to rehearle; 
King H. Good aunt ſtand vp. 1 
Du. I do not ſue to ſtand. 


Pardon is all the ſute I haue in hand, 
King l pardon him as God ſhall pardon me. 


Du. Oh happy vantage ofa kneeling knee, 


Yet am [ ficke for feare, ſpeake it e. 
Twice laying pardon doth not pardou twaine, 


But makes one pardon ſtrong. 
 KingH, I pardon him wich al my heart. 
De. A god on earth tliou art. 
Kinę H. But for our t 
With all the reſt of that 
Deſtruction ſtrait ſhal dog them at the heeles, 
Good vncle, help to order ſeuetall Ronen, 
3 


ruſty brother in law and the Abbo: j 
e ere w, 


r. 


The Ir 


To Oxford, or where ere thelc traltors are 
They ſhall not liue within this world I ſweare, 
| Put Iwill haue them if I once no where, 
Vucle farewell, and couſin adue, : 
| - Your mother well hath prayed, and prooue you true: 
Du. Come my olde ſonne, pray God make thee new. 
Exeunt. HManer fir Pierce Exton Cc. 
| Exton Didſtthounotmarke ehe K hat words he ſpake? 
Haue I no friend will rid me of e feare? 
Was it not ſo? 
Man Theſe were his very words: SITE STO. 
Exton Haue I no friend quoth het he pale it twice. 
And vrgde it twice togither, did he not? 
Man He did. 
Exton And ſpeaking it, he wiſhily lookr on me, 
As who ſhould ſ: ſay, I would thou wen the man, 
That would diuorce this terrour from my heart, 
Meaning the king at Pomfret. Come lets go, 
. > Jam: tlie kings friend, and will rid his foe. 
5 ü Enter Richard a lune. 
Rich. I haue becne ſtudying how I ma compare 
This priſon where I liue, vnto the world: 
And forbecauſe the world is populous, 
And here is not a creature but my ſelfe, 


I cannot doit: yet Ile hammer *. 


My braine Ile prooue, the female to my ſoule. 

My ſoule the father and theſe two beget 

A generation of ſtill· breeding % ts 

And theſe ſame thoughts people this little world, 

In humors like the people of this world: 

For no thought is contented : the better ſort, 

As thoughts: of things diuine are intermixt 

With ſcruples, and do ſet the word it ſelfe 
Againſt the word, as thus: Come little ones, & then againe 

It i as hard to come, as for a Cammell Wh. 


2 To threed the ne ofa ſmall heedles eic: 


Thoughts tending to ambition they do plot, 


Vn- 


| Lug Kichard the ſecond. 
Valikely wonders: how theſe vaine weake nailes 


May teare a pallage thorow the flinty ribs 


Ot this hard world my ragged priſon walles: 
And for they cannot die in their owne prides 
Thoughts tending to content flatter themſelues, 


That they are not the fitſt of fortunes ſlaues, 
Nor ſhall not be the laſt like ſeely beggars, 
Who fitting in the ſtockes refuge their ſhame, 
That many haue, and others mult ſet there. 
And in this thought they find a kind of caſe, 
Bearing their owne misfortunes on the backe 
Of ſuch as haue before indurde the like. 
Thus play I in one perſon many people, 

And none contented; ſometimes am I King, 
Then treaſons make me wiſh my ſelfe a beggar, 
And fol am: then cruſhing penurie 
Perſwades mel was bettet whena king, 

Then am I kingd againe, and by and by, 
Thinke that I am vnkingd;by Bullingbrooke, 
And ſtrait am nothing. But what ere I be, 


Nor I, nor any man, that but man is. | 
With nothing ſhall be ple aſde, till he be caſde, 
With being nothing. Muſicke do I heare, the muſtke plaies 
Ha ha keepe time, how ſowre ſweete Muſicke is 
When time is broke, and uo proportion kept, 
So is it inthe muſtke of mens liues: | 
And here haue I the daintineſle of care 
To checke time broke ina diſordered ſtring: 
But for the concord of my ſtate and time, 
Had not an eareto heare my true time broke, 
I waſted time, and now doth time waſte me: 
For now hath time made me his numbring clocke; 
My thoughts are minutes, and with ſighes they iarre, 
Their watches on vnto mine eyes the outward watch 
Whereto my finger like a dialles poynt, 

Is pointing (till, in cleanſing them fromteares, 
No firzthe ſound that telles what houre it is, 


Are 


While 1 ſtan 


TheTrapeare of 
Are clamorous rm which ſtrike vpon my hart, 
Which is the bell, ſo ſighs, and teates, and grones, 
Shew minutes, times. and houres: but my time, 
Runnes poſting on in Bullingbrokes proud joye, 
oling heere his iacke ofthe clocke. 
This muſicke maddes me, let it ſound no more, 
For though it haue holp mad men to their witts, 
In me it ſcemes it will make wiſe men mad: 
Yet bleſſiing on his hart that giues it me, 
For tis aligne of loue: and loue to Richard, 
Is a ſtrange brooch in this a&hating world. 
Enter a groome of the fable. 
Groome. Haile roiall Prince. 
Rich. Thankes noble peare: | 
Ihe cheapeſt of vs is ten grotes too deare. 
VM hat art thou, and how comeſt thou þither, 
Where no man neuer comes, but that ſad dog. 
That brings me foode to make miſfortune liue. 
| Groome. I was a poore groome ofthy ſtable King, 
When thau wert King: who trauailling towards Yorke, 
Wich much adoe (at length) haue gottenleaue, 
Tolooke vpon my ſome times roiall maiſters face: 
Oh how it ernd my hart when Ibeheld, 
In London ſtreetes, that Corronation day, 
When Bullingbroke rode en Roane Barbarie, 
That horſe, thatthou ſo often haſt beſtride, 
That horſe, that I ſocarefully have dreſt. 
Rich, Rode he on Barbarie, tell me gentle freind, 
How went he vnder him? | | 
Groom. So proudly as if he diſdaind the ground. 
Ric. So proud that Bullingbroke was on his backe: 
That Iade hath cate bread from my royall hand, 
This hand hath made him proud with clapping him: 
Would he not ſtumble, would he not fall downe 
Since ptide muſt haue a fal;and breake the necke, 
Of that prond man, that did vſurpe his backe? 


Forgiuenes horſe why do Itaile on thee? 


Since 


rie Richard the ſecond. 
Gince thoũ created to be awed by man, 
Waſt borne to beare ; I was not made a horſe, ; 


And yet I beare a burthen like an aſſe, | 
Spurrde,galld.and tisde by iauncing Ballingbrooke. 


n . 

Keeper Fellow, giue place, heere is no longer (tay. 
pi If thou 2 nl gs time thou wert away. 
Greome What my teng dares not, that my heart ſhal ay, 
Exit Groome 


Lord, wilt pleaſe you to fall to? 
e of it fitſt as thou art wont to do. 


Keeper 

Reich. T 

Keeper My Lord I dare not, far Pierce ol Exton, | 
Who lately came fromthe King commaunds the contrary. 

Rich. The diuell tale Henry of Lancalter, and thee» 
Patience * ale, and lam wearie of it. 
Keeper Help, help, help. 

. —ů 9 in. 

Rich. How now-whatmeancs Death in this rude affault? 
Villaine, thy owne hand peeldsthy deaths inſtrument 
Go thou andA1l] another roome in hell. 

Here Exton firthes hum downe. | 

Rich, That hand ſhall burne in never quenching fire, 
That ſtaggers thus my perſon: Exton,thy fierce hand 
Hath with the kings bloud ſtaind the kings owne land. 
Mount mount my ſoule, thy ſeate as vp on high, 
Whilſt my rolls fleſh fhackes downeward here to die, 

Exton As full ot valute as of royall bloud: 
Both haue I ſpilld. Oh would the deede were good! 
For now the diuell that told me I did well, 
Saies that this deede is chronigled in hell: 
This dead king to the luingiking lle beare. 
Take hence the reſt. and giue them buriall leere. 


, 1 \ 
Enter Bulling brooke With the dag of Yorks. 
King Kind vncle Yorke, the lateſt newes we heart 
Is that the rebels haue conſumed — 4. 2 
| r 


The , 


Our towne of Calc in Glouceſterſhire, 
| But whether they be tane ot ſlaine we heare or 
Enter Northumberland. | 
Welcome my. Lord. what is the newes? 
VMirth. Furſt to thy ſacred ſtate with Tall A rd 
Ihe next newes is; I h to Lon fem 
I! be heades of Oxtord, Salabur y, Hunt and Kent, 
The maner of their taking may 1 
At latge diſcourſed in this paper heere 
King We thanke thee gentle Purcie for thy paines, 
And to thy woorth wilt adde ght worthy gaines, * 
Enter Lord | Aer, ; 

Fitz. My Lord; I haue from Oxford ſent to London 
The heads of Broccas, and ſir Benet Seely, 
Two of the daungerou: conſorted traivors, 

That fought at Oxford thy dire querthtow. 

king Thy paines Fitz. Nat not be forgot. 

Right noble is thy. merit well I wor. 
guter H. Pertis. 

Percie The grand conſpirator Abbot of Weſtminſter 
With clog of conſcienee and ſowre e 5 
Hath yeelded vp his body to the graue. 
But ner is Carle il liuing, to abide 
Thy kingly doome, and ſentence of his pride; 

king leil, this x your dvome; 

Chee ut ſoche ſecret place,forhe renerent roome 
More.than thou hiaſt, and with it 1oy thy life: 

_ Soas thou liu'ſt in peace, die free from ſtrife, 
For though mne enemyrhou haſt euer beene, 
High { Parkes of heaven thee haue I "_ 


Bess Hide welpe 
Exton Great King, within this cotfin I preſenr- 

Thy buried feare : y 9% al! breathleſle lies 

The mightieft o thy greateſt enemies, 

Richard of Burdeaux,by we hither brought. 

king Exton, I thanke thee * thou haſt wrought 


an | 
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King Richard the ſecond. 


f 


A deed of ſlaunder wich thy fatall hand, 
Vpon my head and all — Land. 
Exton. From your one mouth my Lo. did I this deed. 


King. They loue not poiſon that ilon neede, 
Nor dol thee; though [ did wiſh him dead , . 
I hate the murtherer, loue him murtheted: 

The guilt of conſcience take thou forthy labor, 

But neither my good word, nor Princely fauour; 
With Cayne go wander through ſhades f night, 
And neuer ſhew thy head by day nor light. 

Lordes, I proteſt my ſoule is full o wo, _ 

T hatbloud ſhould ſprincle me to make me grow: 
Come mourne with me, for what Ido lament, 

And put on ſulleyn blacke incontinent, 

He make a voiage to the holly lande, 

To waſh this bloud off from my guiltie hand: 

March ſadly after, grace my mournings heere, 

In weeping after this vntimely Beere. 


FINIS. 


